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tke CONTENTS of Part I. 


TSi^foI^owing Poem is tliAwn Into the form of a Poeti- 
cal vifion. Its fcene the rums of ancient Rome. The 
Goddefs of Liberty, who is fuppofed to fpeak through 
the whole, appears, charaderized as Bntllh Liberty ; ^ 
to ver. 44. Gives a view of ancient Italy, and par- 
ticularly of republican Rome, in all her magnificence 
and glory; to ver. 112. This contrafied by modern 
Italy; its Tallies, mountains, culture, cities, people : 
the difference appearing firongefi: in the capital city 
Rome ; to ver. 234. The mins of the great works 
of Liberty more magnificent than the borrowed pomp 
of Oppreffion 5 and from them revived Sculpture, 
Painting, and Archite&re; to ver. 256. The old 
Romans apofirophized, with regard to the feveral 
jtoelancholy changes in Italy: Horace, TuUy, and 
Virgil, with regard to their Tibur, Tufculum, and 
Naples ; to ver. 287. Tlut once finefi and moft or- 
namented part of Italy, all along the coaft of 
how changed ; to ver. 321. This defolation of Italy 
applied to Britain; to ver. 344. Addrels to the 
Goddefs of Liberty, that fhc would deduce from the 
firfi: ages, her chief efiablifhments, the defcription of 
which conSitute the fubje^S: of the following parts of 
this Poem. She afients, and commands what fee fays 
to be fung in Britain ; whofe happinefs, arifing fronv 
freedom, and a limited monarchy, fee maiks ; to ver. 
391. An immediate Vifion attends, and paints her 
<vords. Invocation* 
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T6 HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 
FREDERICK, PRINCE OF WALES. 


SIR, 

'll^HEN I refled upon that ready condefcenflouj, 
^ ^ that preventing generoflty, with which Your 
Royal Highnefs received the following poem under your 
protedion ; I can alone afcribe it to the recommenda- 
tion, and influence of the fubjed* In you the caufe 
and concerns of Liberty have fo zealous a patron, as 
entitles whatever may have the leafl: tendency to pro- 
mote them, to the diftindion of your favour. And 
who c«'in entertain this delightful refledion, without 
feehng a pleafure far fuperior to that of the fondefl: au- 
thor ; and of which jdl true lovers of their country mufl: 
participate ? To behold the noblefl diipoiitions of the 
prince, and of the patriot, united ; an overflowing be- 
nevolence, generofity, and candour of heart, joined to 
an enlightened zeal for Kberty, an intimate perfuafion 
that on it depends the happinefs and glory both of kings 
and people : to fee thde fliining out in public virtues, 
as they have hitherto fmiled in all the focial lights and 
private accomplilhments of life, is a profped that can- 
not but iufpire a general fendment of fadsfadipn and 
gladnefs, more eafy to be felt than exprefled, 

B a 


If 
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DEDICATION- 

If the following attempt to trace Liberty, from the 
firft ages down to her excellent eflablilhment in Great- 
Britain, can at all merit your approbation, and prove 
an entertainment to Your Royal Highnefs ; if it can in 
any degree anfwer the dignity of the fubjedl, and of the 
name under which I prefume to Hielter it ; I have my 
bell reward ; particularly as it affords me an opportuni- 
ty of declaring that I am, with the greatefl zeal ^d 
reipefl. 


SIR, 

Your Royal Highnefs^s 
Moll obedient 

and moil devoted fervant, 
JAMES THOMPSON- 


tIBERTY. 
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LIBERTY. 


PART I. 

My lamented Talbot ! while with thee 
The Mufe gay rov’d the glad Hefperian round. 
And drew th’ inlpirmg breath of ancient arts ; 

Ah ! little thought Ihe her returning verfe 

Should ling our darling fubjedt to thy fhade^ .5 

And does the myilic veil, from mortal beam. 

Involve thofe eyes where every virtue finil’d. 

And all thy Father’s candid ipirit ihone ? 

The light of reafon, pure, vdthout a cloud ; 

Full of the generous heart, the mild regard ; lo 
Honour difdaining blemifh, cordial faith. 

And limpid truth, that looks the very foul. 

But to the death of mighty nations turn. 

My Hrain ; be there abforpt the private tear. 

Mu£ng, I lay 5 warm from the facred walks, ^5 
Where at each flep imagination burns : 

While fetter’d wide around, awful, and boar, . 

Lies, a vaft monument, once-glorious Rome, 

The tomb of empire ! ruins ! that efface 
Whate’er, of finifh’d, modem pomp can boaft* to 
Snatch’d by thefe wonders tothat world wher^ thought 
ynfetter’d ranges; Fancy’& magic hand 
B 3 
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Led me anew o’er all the folemn fcene. 

Still in the mind’s pure eye more folemn drefl. 

When {lrait> methought, the fair majeihc Power 25 
Of Liberty appear’d. Not, as of old^ 

Extended in her hand the cap, and rod, 

Whofe flave-enlargnig touch gave double life ; 

But her bright temples bound with Britilh oak. 

And naval honours nodded on her brow. 50 

Sublime of port : loofe o’er her flioulder flow’d 
Her fea-green robe, with conftellations gay. 

An ifland-goddefs now ; and her high care 
The queen of ifles, the miflrefs of the main. 

My heart beat filial tranfport at the fight ; 35 ' 

And, as fhe mov’d to fpeak, th’ awakened Mufe 
Lifien’d intenfe. A while fhe look’d around, ^ 

With mournfill eye the well-known rmtts mark’d, 

And then, her fighs reprefiing, thus began. 

Mine are thefe wonders, all thou fee’ft is mine ; 40 
But, ah, how chang’d ; the falling poor remains 
Of what exalted once th’ Aufonian fhore. 

Look back through time ; and, rifing from the gloom, 
Mark the dread fcene, that paints whate’er I fay. 

The great republic fee * that glow’d, fublime, 45 
With the mixt fieedom of a thoufand flates 5 
Rais’d on the thrones of kings her Curule Chair, 

And by her Fafces aw’d the fubjed world, 

See bufy millions quickening all the land. 

With cities throng’d, and teeming culture high : 50 

Por Nature tlien foil’d on her free-born fons. 

And pour’d the plenty that belongs to Men, 


Behold, 
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Part I. 

Behold, the country chearing, villas rife. 

In lively profpe^l ; by the fecret lapfe 
Of brooks now loH and llreams renown’d in fong 
In Umbria’s doling vales, or on the brow 
Of her brown hills that breathe the fcented gale : 
On Baias’s viny coaft ; where peaceful feas, 

Fan’d by kind zephyrs, ever kifs the fixore ; 

And funs unclouded Ihme, through purell air : 
Or in the fpacious neighbourhood of Rome j 
Far-lhining upward to the Sabme hdls, 

To Anio’s roar, and Tibur’s olive lhade ; 

To where PreneUe lifts her airy brow ; 

Or downward fpreading to the funny Ihore, 
Where Alba breathes the frelhnefs of the main. 

See diffcant mountains leave their vallies dry. 
And o’er the proud arcade their tribute pour. 

To lave imperial Rome. For ages laid. 

Deep, mafly, firm, diverging every way. 

With tombs of heroes facred, fee her roads : 

By various nations trod, and fuppliant kmgs ; 
With legions flaming, or with triumph gay. * 

Full in the centre of thefe wondrous works. 
The pride of earth I Rome in her glory fee ! 
Behold her demi-gods, in fenate met ; 

All head to counfel, and all heart to zSti 
The common-weal infpiring every tongue 
With fervent eloquence, unbrib’d, and bold 5 
Ere tame Corruption taught the fervile herd 
To rank obedient to a maker’s voice. 

“ Her Forum fee, warm, popular, and loud, 

3 ^ 
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In trembling wonder hufh’d, when the two Sires, 

As they the private father greatly quell’d. 

Stood up the public fathers of the ftate. 85 

See Juftice judging there, in human ihape. 

Hark * how with freedom’s voice it thunders high. 

Or in foft murmurs links to Tully’s tongue. 

Her tribes, her cenfus, fee ; her generous troops, 
Whofe pay was glory, and their bell reward. 9Q 
Free for their country and for Me to die j 
Ere mercenary murder grew a trade. 

Mark, as the purple triumph waves along. 

The higheli: pomp and loweH: fall of life. 

Her feftive games, the fchool of heroes, fee ; 95 

Her Circus, ardent with contending youth ; 

Her Greets, her temples, palaces, and baths, 

Full of fair forms, of Beauty’s eldeft-born. 

And of a people call in virtue’s mould. 

While fculpture lives around, and Afian hills ioq 
iend their bell: flores to heave the pillar’d dome : 

All that to Roman lirength the foftcr touch 
Of Grecian art can join. But language fails 
To paint this fun, this centre of mankind 
Where every virtue, glory, treafure, art, 105 

♦Attracted llrong, in heighten’d luftre met. 

Need I the contrail mark ? unjoyous view 1 
A land in ail, in government, in arts. 

In virtue, genius, earth and heaven, revers’d, 

,Who but, thefe far-fam’d ruins to behold, I lO 

Proofs of a people, whofe heroic aims 
Soar’d far above the litde felfilh fphere 


Qf 
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Of doubting modern life; who but, indam^d 
With claiEc zeal, thefe confecrated fcenes 
Of men and deeds to trace ; unhappy land, H 5 

Would truft thy wilds, and cities ioofe of fway ? 

Are thefe the vales, that, once, exulting dates 
In their warm bofom fed ? the mountains thefe. 

On wiiofe high-blooming fides my fons, of old, 

I bred to glory ? the dejected towns, ij20 

Where, mean, and fordid, life can fcarce fubfid. 

The fcenes of ancient opulence, and pomp ? 

Come ! by whatever facred name difguis’d, 
Opprefiion, come 1 and in thy works rejoice ! 

See nature’s riched plains to putrid fens I2^ 

Turn’d by thy fury. From their qhearfal bounds. 

See raz’d th’ enlivening village, farm, and feat. 

Fird, rural toil, by thy rapacious hand 
Robb’d of his poor revard, reiign’d the plough ; 

And now he dares not turn the noxious glebe. 13a 
^Tis thine entire. The lonely fwain himfelf. 

Who loves at large along the graffy downs 
His flocks to pafture, thy drear champain flies. 

Far as the fickening eye can fweep around, 

’Tjs all one defert, defolate, and grey, 135 

Graz’d by the fullen buffalo alone ; 

And where the rank uncultivated growth 
Of rotting ages taints the pafiing gale* 

Beneath the baleful blafl the city pines. 

Or finks unfeebled, or infed:ed burns. 140 

Beneath it mourns the folitary road, 

poll’d in rude mazes o’er th’ abandon’d wafie ; 


While 
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While andent ways, ingulf d, are feen no more. 

Such thy dire plains, thou felf^definyer / foe 
To human kind I Thy mountains too, profufe. 
Where favage nature blooms, feem their fad plaint 
To raife againS: thy defolating rod. 

There on the breezy brow, where thriving Hates, 
And famous dties, once, to the pleas’d fun. 

Far other fcenes of riling culture fpread. 

Pale Ihine thy ragged towns. Neglefled round. 
Each harveft pines ; the livid, lean produce 
Of heartlefs labour : while thy hated joys. 

Not proper pleafure, lift the lazy hand# 

Better to link in doth the woes of life. 

Than wake their rage with unavailing toil. 

Hence drooping Art almoH to Nature leaves 
The rude unguided year. Thin wave the gifts 
Of yellow Ceres, thin the radiant blulh 
Of orchard reddens in the warmeft ray. 

To weedy wildnefs run, no rural wealth 
(Such as divlators fed) the garden pours. 

Crude the wild olive flows, and foal the vine ; 

Nor juice Coecubian, nor Falernian, more, 

Streams life and joy, lave in the Mufe’s bowl. 
Unleconded by art, the fpinning race 
Praw the bright thread in vain, and idly toil. 

In vain, forlorn in wilds, the citron blows ; 

And flowering plants perfume the defert gale, 
Through the \ile thorn the tender myrtle twines. 
Jnglonous droops the laurel, dead to fong, 

,And long a flranger to the hero’s broWf 
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Nor half thy triumph this ; call, from biute fields. 
Into the haunts of men thy rudileis eye. 

There buxom Plenty never turns her horn j -1175 
The grace and virtue of exterior life. 

No clean Convenience reigns ; ev’n Sleep itfelf, 

Leali delicate of powers, reluiSlant, there. 

Lays on the bed impure his heavy head. 

Thy horrid walk ! dead, empty, unadorned, 1 80 
See ftreets whofe echoes never know the voice 
Of chearful hurry, commerce many-tongu^d, 

And art mechanic at his %^arioiis taik^ 

Fervent, employ’d. Mark the delponding race. 

Of occupauon void, as void of hope ; 185 

Hope, the glad lay, glanc’d from Eternal Good, 

That life enlivens, and exalts its powers. 

With views of fortune— piadnefs all to them I 
By thee relentlefs feiz’d their betters joys. 

To the foft aid of cordial airs they fly, 190 

Breathing a kind oblivion o’er their woes. 

And love and mufic melt their fouls away. 

From feeble Juftice fee how rafh Revenge, 

Trembling, the balance fnatches 5 and the fword. 
Fearful himfelf, to venal ruffians gives. J9| 

See where God’s altar, nurfing murder, fiands. 

With the red touch of dark afTaffins fiain’d. 

But chief let Rome, the mighty dty I fpeak 
The fuE-exerted genius of thy reign. 

Behold her rife amid the lifelefs wafte, ’ 20^ 

Expiring nature all corrupted round ; 

WWe lie lone Tyber,» through the defert plain. 

Wind! 
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Winds his wafte Hores, and fallen fweeps along. 
Patch’d from my fragments, m unfolid pomp, 

Maric how die temple glares ; and, artful dreft, 205 
Amalive, draws the fuperfhtious tram. 

Mark how the palace lifts a lying front. 

Concealing often, in magmfic jail. 

Proud want 5 a deep unammated gloom ! 

And oft adjoining to tlie drear abode ziQ 

Of mifery, whofe melancholy walls 
Seem its voracious grandeur to reproach. 

Within the city bounds, the defert fee. 

See the rank vine o’er fubterranean roofs. 

Indecent, fpi ead; beneath whofe fretted gold 
It once, exulting, flow’d. The people mark, 
Matchlefs, while fir’d by me ; to public good 
Inexorably firm, juft, generous, brave. 

Afraid of nothing but unworthy life, 

Elate with glory, an heroic foul 220 

Known to the vulgar bieaftr behold them now 
A thin defpairing number, all-fubdued. 

The flaves of flaves, by fupeiftidon fool’d. 

By vice unmann’d and a hcentious rule, 

Jn gUile ingenious, and m murder brave, 225 

Such in one land, beneath the fame fair clime, 
iPhy fons, Oppreflion, are j and fuch were Mine. 

Ev’n with thy labour’d pomp, for whofe vain fhow 
Deluded thoufands ftarve ; all age-begrim’d, 

Tom, robb’d and fcatter’d in unnumber’d facfcs, 230 
And by the tempeft of two thoufand years 
f andnu^ fliaken, let my ruins ide. ^ 
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Thefe roads that yet the Roman hand aiTert, 

Beyond the weak repair of modem toil ; 

Thefe fradar’d arches* that the chiding ftream 235 
No more delighted hear ; thefe rich remains 
Of marbles now unknown, where ihines imbib’d 
Each parent ray ; thefe maiTy columns, hew’d 
From Afric’s fartheii: ihore : one granite all, 

Xhefe obehiks high-towering to the Iky. 240 

Myfterious mark’d with dark Egyptian lore ; 

Thefe endlefs wonders that this /acred <way 
Illumine IHII, and confecrate to fame ; 

Thefe fountains, vafes, urns, and llatues, charg’d 
With the fine ftores of art-compleating Greece, 245 
^ine is, beiides, eyery later boaii : 

Thy Buonarotis, thy Palladios mtm 5 

And mine the fair defigns, which Raphael’s foul 

O’er the live canvafs, emanating, breath’d. 

What would you fay, ye conquerors of earth ! 250 

Ye Romans I could you raife the laurePd head 3 
Could you the country fee* by feas of blood* 

And the dread toil of ages, won fo dear ; 

Your pride, your triumph, and fopreme delight ! 

For whofe defence oft, in the doubtful hour, 255 
You tufh’d with rapture down the gulf of fate* 

Of death ambidoas I till by aweful deeds. 

Virtues, and courage, that amaze mankind. 

The queen of nations rofe ; poffeft of all 
Which nature, art, and glory could bellow : 26a 

What would you fay, deep in the iaH abyfs 
Of flavery, vice, and unambitious want* 


Thus 
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Thus to behold her funk ? Your ciowded plains^ 

Void of their cities ; unadom’d yom hilis ; 264 

XJngrac’d your lakes ; your ports to jfhips unknown ; 
Your lawlefs Hoods* and your abandon’d ilreams : 
Thefe could you know ? thefe could you love again ? 
Tby Tibur* Horace, could it now inlpire^ 

Content, poetic eafe, and rural joy. 

Soon burlHng into fong ; while through the groves 370 
Of headlong Anio, daihing to the vale. 

In many a tortur’d Hream, you mus’d along ? 

Yon wild retreat, where fuperfiition dreams. 

Could, Tally, you your Tufculum believe ? 

And could you deem yon naked hills, that form, 275 
Fam’d in old fong, the ftiip-forfaken bay, 

Your Formian Ihore 2 Once the delight of earth. 
Where art and nature, ever-fmiling, joined 
On the gay land to lavilh all their liores. 

How chang’d, how vacant, Virgil, wide around, 280 
Would now your Naples feem ? Difailer’d lefs 
By black Vefovius thundering o’er the coaft. 

His midnight earthquakes, and his mining fires. 

Than by deipotic rage ; that inward gnaws, 

A native foe : a fpmgn^ tears without. 2 85 

Firft fiom your Batter’d Caefars this began ; 

Till, doom’d to tyrants an eternal prey. 

Thin-peopled fpreads, at laft, the fyren pMn, 

That the dire foul of Hanmfaal difarm’d 5 

And wrapt in weeds the Ihore of Venus lies. 290 

There Baize iees no more the joyous throng ; 

Her bank all beaming v/ith the pride of Eom^ t 
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No generous vines now bafk along the hills. 

Where fport the breezes of the Tyrrhene main: 
With baths and temples mix^d, no villas rife; 

Nor, art fuftain’d amid reludant waves. 

Draw the cool murmurs of the breathing deep : 

No fpreading porta their facred arms extend : 

No mighty moles the big intrufive ibrm. 

From the calm Nation, roll refoonding back. 

An almoft total defolation fxts> 

A dreary HiHnefs, laddening o’er the coaS; 

Where, when foft funs and tepid winters rofe. 
Rejoicing crowds inhal’d the balm of peace ; 

Where city’d hill to hill relk<^ed blaze ; 

And where with Ceres, Bacchus wont to hold 
A genial fbife. Her youthful form, robui, 

Ev’n nature yields ; by fire and earthquake rent: 
Whofe lately cities in the daik abrupt 
Swallow’d at once, or vile in rubbifo laid, 

A nefi: for ferpents ; from the red abyfs 
New hills, explofive, thrown; the Lucrine lake 
A reedy pool ; and all to Cuma’s point. 

The fea recovering his ufurp’d domain. 

And pour’d triumphant o’er the bury’d dome. 

Hence, Britain, learn ; my beH-efiablilhed, laft. 
And more than Greece, or Rome, my Heady re^n 
The land where, king and people equal bound 
By guardian laws, my fulleft yefiings fiow; 

And where my jealous unfubmittlng foul. 

The dread of tyrants i bums in every breall : 

Learn hence, if fech the nrifeable fate 
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Of an heroic race, the mailers once 
Of human-kind; what, when depriv’d of Me, 

How grievous mull be thine ? In fpite of chines, 325 
Whofe fun-enlivened sther wakes the foul 
To higher powers ; m fpite of happy foils. 

That, but by labour’s Ihghtell aid ixnpell’d. 

With treafiires teem to thy cold clime unknown 5 
If there defponding fail the common arts, 33a 

And fuflenance of life : could life itfelf. 

Far lefs a thoughtlels tyrant’s hollow pompi 
Subfiil vdth thee ? Againll depreliing Ikies, 

Join’d to full-ipread Opprelhon’s cloudy brow^ 

How could thy fpirits hold ? where vigour find, 335 
Forc’d fruits to tear fiom their unnative foil ? 

Or, Iloring every harvell in thy ports. 

To plough the dreadful all-pioducing wave ? 

Here paus’d the Goddefs. By the paufe alTur’d, 

In trembling accents thus I mov’d my prayer, 340 
** Oh, fiiril, and moil benevolent of powers '! 

Come fropi eternal fplendors, here on earth, 

Againll defpotic pride, and rage, and lull. 

To Ihield mankind ; to raife them to alTert 
The native rights and honour of their race : 345 

Teach me thy iowell fubjed, but in zeal 
** Yielding to none, the Progrefs of thy Reign, 

** And with a fixain from Thee ennch the Mufe. 

** As Thee alone Ihe ferves, her patron. Thou, 

And great inlpirer be I then will Ihe joy, 350 
Through narrow life her lot, and private lhade : 

** And when her venal voice &e barters vile. 


« Or 
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Or to thy open or thy fecret foes r 

May ne’er thofe facred raptures touch her more. 

By flavifh hearts unfelt I and may her fong 355 
Sink in oblivion with the namelefs crew ! 

«« Vermin of ftate ! to thy overflowing light 
That owe their being, yet betray thy caufe.’^ 

Then, condefcending kind, the Heavenly Power 
Return’d , — ** What here, fuggefl:ed by the fcene, 360 
I flight unfold, record and flng at home. 

In that befl ifle, where (fo we fpirits move) 

With one quick effort of my vwll I am. 

** There Truth, unlicens’d, walks ; and dares accol!: 
Ev’n kings themfelves, the monarchs of the free ! 
Fix’d on my rock, there, an indulgent race 266 
O’er Britons wield the fceptre of their choice : 

** And there, to finifli what his fires began, 

A Prince behold I for Me who burns fincere, 

Ev’n with a fubjedPs zeal. He my great work 370 
Will parent like fuftain ; and added give 
** The touch, the Graces and the Mufes owe. 

For Britain’s glory fwells his panting breaft ; 

** And ancient arts he emulous revolves ; 

His pride to let the fmihng heart abroad ; 375 

Through clouds' of pomp, that but conceal the man ; 
** To pleafe his pleafure j bounty his delight ; 

** And all the foul of Titus dwells in him.” 

Hail, glorious theme I but how, alas J fliall verfe. 
From the crude flores of mortal language drawn, 3 So 
How faint and tedious, fing, what, piercing deep. 
The Goddefs flafh’d at once upon my foul. 

VojL. LV. C 


For, 
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For, clear precilion all, the tongue of gods. 

Is harmony itfelf j to every ear 

Familiar known, like hght to every eye. 385 

Meantime difclofing ages^ as Ihe fpoke. 

In long fucceffion pour’d their empires forth ; 

Scene after fcene, the human drama fpread j 
And Hill th’ embodied pii^ure rofe to iight. 

Oh Thou, to whom the Mufes owe their flame 5 390 
Who bid’H, beneath the pole, PamalTus nfe. 

And Hippocrene flow ; with thy bold eafe. 

The Hribng force, the lightning of thy thought. 

And thy Hrong phrafe, that rolls profound, and clear 5 
Oh, gracious Goddefs I re-infpire my fong ; 395 

While I, to nobler than poetic fame 
Afpiring, thy commands to Britons bear. 
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NOTES on the preceding Poem. 

Ver. 83. L. J. Brutns, and Virginius, 

Ver. 242. Via Sacra. 

Ver. 247. M. Angelo Buonaroti, Palladio, and Ra* 
phael d'Urbino; the three great modern mailers in 
fculpture, archite(Slure, and painting. 

Ver. 273. Tufculum is reckoned to have flood at a 
place now called Grotta Ferrata, a convent of monks. 

Ver. 276. The bay of Mola (anciently Formke) in- 
to which Homer brings Ulyfles, and his compamons. 
Near Formias Cicero had a villa. 

Ver. 284, Naples then under the Auflrian govern- 
ment. 

Ver, 288. Campagna Felice, adjoining to Capua. 

Ver. 290. The coall of Bairn, which was formerly 
adorned with the works mentioned in the following 
lines 5 and where, amidft many magnificent ruins, thofe 
of a temple ereded to Venus are fHU to be feen* 

Ver. 303. All along this coafl the ancient Romans 
had their winter retreats ; and feveral populous cities 
flood. 
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Liberty traced from the paftoral ages, and the firli 
uniting of neighbouring families into civil govern- 
ment; to ver. 47. The feveral eftablifliments of 
Liberty, in Egypt, Perfia, Phoenicia, PalelHiie, 
flightly touched upon, down to her great eilabhfh- 
ment in Greece ; to ver. 91. Qeograpliical defcrip- 
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LIBERTY. 

PART II. 


T hus rpoke the Goddefs of the fearlefs eye ; 
And at her voice, renew^d> the Vifion rofe. 

Firft, in the dawn of rime, with eaftern fwains* 

In woods, and tents, and cottages, I liv’d ; 

While on from plain to plain they led their fiocks, 5 
In fearch of clearer fpring, and freflier field. 

Thefe, as increafing families difclos’d 
The tender Hate, I taught an equal fway* 

Few were offences, properties, and laws. 

Beneath the rural portal, palm o’erlpread, JQ 

The father-fenate met. There Jaftice dealt. 

With reafon then and equity tlie fame. 

Free as the common air, her prompt decree ; 

Nor yet had fiain’d her fword with fubjed’s blood. 

The fimpler arts were all their fimple wants i| 

Had urg’d to light. But inftant, thefe fupply’d. 
Another fet of fonder wants arofe. 

And other arts with them of finer aim ; 

Till, from refining want to want impell’d. 

The mmd by thinking pufh’d her latent powers, 20 
^nd life began to glow, and arts to ftine* 

At 
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At firft, on brutes alone the rulhc war 
Launch’d the rude fpear ; fwift, as he glar’d along. 

On the grim lion, or the robber-wolf. 

For then young fportive life was void of toil, 25 
Demanding little, and with little pleas’d ; 

But when to manhood grown, and endlefs joys. 

Led on by equal toils, the bofom fir’d ; 

Lewd lazy rapine broke primaeval peace. 

And, hid in caves and idle forefts drear, 30 

From the lone pilgrim and the wandering fwain. 

Seiz’d what he durfi: not earn. Then brother’s blood 
Firfi, horrid, fmok’d on the polluted ficies. 

Aivful m jufiice, then the burning youth. 

Led by their temper’d fires, on lawlefs men, 35 
The lafi: worfi: raonilers of the ihaggy wood. 

Turn’d the keen arrow, and the fharpen’d {pear. 

Then war gr^w glorious. Heroes then arofe; 

Who, fcommg coward felf, for others liv’d. 

Toil’d for their eafe, and for their fafety bled. 40 
Weft with the Jiving day to Greece I came : 

Earth fmil’d beneath my beam : the Mufe before 
Sonorous fiew, that low till then in woods 
Had tun'd the reed, and figh’d the (hepherd’s pain ; 
But now, to fing heroic deeds, ftie fvell’d 45 

A noytT note, and bade the banquet burn. 

For Greece my Tons of Egypt I forfook ; 

A boaftful I ace, that in the v?dn abyfs 
Of fabling ages lov’d to iole their fource. 

And with their river trac’d it from the lldes. 50 

Whale theie my Jaws alone defpotig reign’d^ 

And 



L I B R T y* 


*5 


Part II. 

And king, as well as people, proud obey’d ; 

I taught them fcience, virtue, wifdom, arts : 

By poets, fages, legiflators fought ; 

The fchool of poHfo’d life, and human-kind, 55 
But when myfterious Superllition came. 

And, with her civil filler leagu’d, involv’d 
In ftudy’d darknefs the defponding mind ; 

Then Tyrant Power the righteous fcourge unloos’d : 
For yielded reafon fpcaks the foul a Have. 60 

Inhead of ufeful works, like Natuie’s, great. 
Enormous, cruel wonders crulh’d the land ; 

And round a tyrant’s tomb, who none deferv’d. 

For one vile carcafs perifh’d countlefs lives. 

Then the great Dragon, couch’d amid his floods, 65 
S well’d his fierce heait, and cry’d— This flood is 
’Tis I that bid it flow.”^But, undeceiv’d, [mine. 
His phrenzy foon the proud blafphemer felt ; 

Felt that, without my feiuhzing power. 

Suns lofl: their force, and Niles o’erflow’d in vain. 70 
Nought could retard me : nor the frugal flate 
Of nfing Perfia, fober in extreme. 

Beyond the pitch of man, and thence revers’d 
Into luxurious wafle : nor yet the ports 
Of old Phoenicia ; firfl: for letters fam’d, 75 

That paint the voice, and filent {peak to fight. 

Of arts prime fource, and guardian I by fair flars, 
Firfl: tempted out into the lonely deep 5 
To whom I firfl: difolos’d mechanic arts. 

The winds to conquer, to fubdue the waves. So 

Widi all the peaceful power of ruling trade 5 


Earneii 
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Earnefl: of Britain, Nor by thefe retain’d ; 

Nor by the neighbouring land, whofe palmy fliorc 
The fiiver Jordan laves. Before me ky 
The promis’d Land of Arts, and urg’d my Bight. 85 
Hail Nature’s utmoft boaft I unnvai’d Greece ! 

My faireil reign 1 wheie every power benign 
Confpir’d to blow the Bower of human-kind# 

And lavifli’d all that genius can inipire. 

Clear funny dimates, by the breezy main, 90 

Ionian or iEgaean, temper’d kind. 

Light, airy foils. A country rich, and gay ; 

Broke into hills with balmy odours crown’d. 

And, bright with purple harveil, joyous vales. 94 
Mountains and Breams, where verfe Ipontaneous flow’d : 
Whence deem’d by wondering men the feat of gods. 
And Bill the mountains and the Breams of fong, * 

All that boon Nature could luxuriant pour 
Of high mateiials, and My reBlefs Arts 
Frame iuto finifh’d life. How many Bates, loo 
And cluBering towns, and monuments of fame. 

And fcenes of glorious deeds, in little bounds ! 

From the rough trad of bending mountains, beat 
By Adria’s here, there by Mgs&m waves ; 

To where the deep adorning Cyclade Ifles 105 

In fliiniag profped rife, and on the fhore 
Of farthett Crete refounds the Libyan main. 

O’er ail two rival cities rear’d the brow. 

And balanc’d all. Spread on Eurota’s bank. 

Amid a circle of foft-niing lulls, no 

The patient Sparta one : the fober, hard, 

And 
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And man-fubduing city ; which no (hape 
Of pain couid conquer, nor of pleafore charm. 
Lycurgus there built, on the folid bafe 
Of equal hfe, fo well a temper’d ftate 5 115 

Where mix’d each government, in fuch juH poife ; 
Each power fo checking, and fupporting, each ; 

That firm for ages, and unmov’d, it fiood. 

The fort of Greece ! without one giddy hour. 

One ihock of fa6iion, or of party-rage. 120 

For, drain’d the fprings of wealth. Corruption theie 
Lay wither’d at the root. Thrice happy land ! 

Had not neglected Art, with weedy vice 
Confounded, funk. But if Athenian arts 
Lov’d not tlie foil 5 yet there the calm abode laj 
Of wifdom, virtue, philofophic eafe. 

Of manly fenfe and wit, in frugal phrafe 
Confin’d, and preE’d into laconic force. 

There too, by rooting thence treacherous felf. 

The public and the private grew the fame* 13Q 

The children of the nurfing pubHc hall. 

And at its table fed, for that they toil’d. 

For that they liv’d entire, and cv’n for that 
The tender mother urg’d her fbn to die. 

Of fofter genius, but not lefs intent * rjj 

To feize the palm of empire, Athens rofe : 

Where, with bright marbles big and future pomp* 
Hymettusf Ipread, amid the fcefited &y% 

His thymy treafures to the labouring bee* 

And to botanic hand the ftotes of health $ 14^ 

Wiapt in a foul-attenuating dime* 


Betweeii 



aS THOMSON’S POEMS. 

Between IlyfTus and CephiiTas glow’d 
This hive of fdence, Ihedding fweets divine. 

Of adive arts, and animated arms. 

There, paffionate for Me, an eafy-mov’d, 145 

A quick, refin’d, a delicate, humane, 

Enhghten’d people reign’d. Oft on the brink 
Of ruin, hurry’d by the charm of fpeech. 

Inforcing hafly counfel immature. 

Totter’d the rafh democracy ; unpois’d, 150 

And by the rage devour’d, that ever tears 
A populace unequal ; part too rich. 

And part or fierce with want or abjed grown. 

Solon, at iafi, their mild lefiorer, rofe : 

Allay’d the tempefi: ; to the calm of laws 155 

Reduc’d the fettling whole ; and, with the weight 
Which the two fenates to the public lent. 

As with an anchor fix’d the driving fiate. 

Nor was my forming care to thefe confin’d. 

For emulation through the whole I pour’d, 160 

Noble contention I who fhould mofi: excel 
In government welUpois’d, adjufied beft 
To public weal : in countries cultur’d high : 

In ornamented towns, where order reigns. 

Free focial life, and polifh’d manners fair : 165 

In exercife, and arms ; arms only drawn 

For common Greece, to quell the Perfian pride ; 

In moral fdence, and in graceful arts. 

Hence, as for glory peacefully they firove, 

Th^ prize grew greater, and the prize of all. jyp 
By contefi brigiiten’d^ hence the radiant youth 
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Pour’d every beam ; by generous pride inflam’d. 

Felt every ardour burn : their great reward 
The verdant wreathe, which founding Pifa gave. 174 
Hence flourifli’d Greece ; and hence a race of men. 
As gods by confcious future times ador’d : 

In whom each virtue v/ore a fmiling air. 

Each foience fhed o’er life a friendly light, 

E^ch art was nature. Spartan valour hence. 

At fam^ d pafs^ firm as an ijfthmus flood ; 180 

And the whole eaftern ocean, waving for 
As eye could dart it’s vifion, nobly check’d. 

While in extended battle, at the field 
Of Marathon, my keen Athenians drove 
Before their ardent band, an hofl of flaves. 185 

Hence through the continent ten thoufand Greeks 
Urg’d a retreat, whofe glory not the prime 
Of vidpnes can reach. Deferts, in vain. 

Oppos’d their courfe ; and hoflile lands, unknown 5 
And deep rapacious floods, dire-bank’d with death 5 
And mountains, in whofe jaws deflrudion grin’d 191 
Hunger, and toil ; Armenian fnows^ and florms ; 

And circling myriads ftill of barbarous foes. 

Greece in their view, and glory yet untouch’d. 

Their fleady column pierc’d the fcattering herds, 195 
Which a whole empire pour’d 5 and held its way 
Triumplmnt, by the Sage-exalted Chief 
Fir’d and fuflain’d. Oh, light and force of mind, 
Almofl almighty in fevere extremes ! 

The fea at laft from Colchian mountains fcen, aoo 
Kind-hearted tmniport round their captains threw 


The 
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The foldiers fond embrace ; o’erilow’d their e^es 
With tender floods, and loos’d the general voice 
To cries refoimding fia / the fea ! 

In Attic bounds hence heroes, fages, wits, 205 
" Shone thick as Jftars, the milky way of Greece ! 

And though gay wit, and pleafing grace, was theirs. 
All the foft modes of elegance and eafe ; 

Yet was not courage lefs, the patient touch 
Of toiling art, and difquifition deep. 21^ 

My Spirit poms a vigour through the foul 
Th’ unfetter’d thought with energy infpires. 

Invincible in arts, in the bright held 
Of nobler fcience, as in that of arms. 

Athenians thus not lefs intrepid buril 2 1 5 

The bonds of tyrant darknefs, than they fpum’d 
The Perfian chains : while thiough the city, full 
Of mirthful quarrel and of witty war, 

InceiTant llruggled taile refining tafle, 

And fiiendly free difcufiion, calling forth 220 

From the fair jewel Truth its latent ray. 

O’er all Ihone out the great Athenian Sage, 

And father of philofophy ; the fun. 

From whofe white blaze emerg’d each various feci 
Took various tints, but with diminifh’d beam. 225 
Tutor of Athens 1 he, in every ftreet. 

Dealt pricelcfs treafure : goodnefs his delight, 

TOifdom his wealth, and glory his reward. 

Deep through the human heart, with playful art. 

His iimple quefKon flole ; as into truth, 230 

And ferious deeds, he fmil’d the laughing race ; 

Taught 
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Taught moral happy Hfe, whatever can blefs. 

Or grace mankind ; and what he taught he was. 
Compounded high, though plain, his do^Striae broke 
In dilFerent fchools. The bold poetic phrafe 235 
Of iigur’d Plato ; Xenophon’s pure jftrain. 

Like the clear brook that Heals along the vale ; 
DifTefiing truth, the Stagyrite’s keen eye ; 

Th’ exalted Stoic pride ; the Cyme fneer ; 

The llow-confenting Academic doubt 5 240 

And, joinmg blifs to virtue, the glad eafe 
Of Epicurus, feldom underHood. 

They, ever-candid, reafon Hill oppos’d 
To reafon j and, lince virtue was their aim. 

Each by fare pradice try’d to prove his way 24J 
The beft. Then Hood untouch’d the folid bafe 
Of Liberty, the liberty of mind : 

For fyHems yet, and fouLenflaving creeds. 

Slept with the monHers of fucceeding times. 

From prieHly daiknefs Iprung th’ enlightening arts 250 
Of fire, and fvvord, and rage, and horrid names. 

O, Greece 1 thou fapient nurfe of Finer Arts ! 
Which to blight fcience blooming fancy bore. 

Be this thy piaife, that Thou, and Thou alone. 

In thefs haH led the way, in thefe excelPd, 255 

Crown’d with the laurel of afTenting time. 

In thy full language, fpeakmg mighty things ; 

Like a clear toirent dofe, or elfe diiFas^'d 
A broad majeHic Hream, and 1 oiling on 
Through all the winding harmony of found : 260- 

In It the power of Eloquence, at large. 
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Breath’d the perfuafive or pathetic foul ; 

Still’d by degrees the democratic ftorm. 

Or bade it threatening rife, and tyrants Ihook, 

Flufh’d at the head of their viflorious troops. 265 
In It the Mule, her fury never quench’d. 

By mean unyielding phrafe, or jarring found. 

Her unconfin’d divinity difplay'd ; 

And, ftill harmonious, form’d it to her will : 

Or foft deprefs’d it to the fhepherd’s moan, 270 

Or rais’d it fwelling to the tongue of gods. 

Heroic fang was thine , the Fountain-Bard, 

Whence each poetic flream derives its courfe. 

Thine the dread moral fcene, thy chief delight ! * 

Where idle Fancy durft not mix her voice, 275 

When reafon fpoke augufi: ; the fervent heart 
Or plain’d, or form’d ; and in th’ impafTion’d man. 
Concealing art with art, the poet funk. 

This potent fchool of manners, but when left 
To loofe negle£l, a land-corrupting plague, 2S0 
Was not unworthy deem’d of pubhc care. 

And boundlefs cod, by thee ; whofe every Ibn^ 

Ev’n laft mechanic, the true tafte pofTefs’d 
Of what had flavour to the nourifli’d foul. 

The fweet enforcer of the poet’s flrmn, 2 85 

Thine was the meaning mufic of the heart. 

Not the vain tnll, that, void of paflion, runs 
In giddy mazes, ticlding idle ears ; 

But that deep-fearchittg voice, and artful hand. 

To which refpondent ihakes the varied foul, 290 

Thy 
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Thy fair ideas, thy delightful forms. 

By Love imagin’d^ by the Graces touch’d. 

The boaft of well-pleas’d Nature ! Sculpture felz’d^ 
And bade them ever fmile in Parian iione^ 

SeleiHng beauty’s choke, and that again 295 

Exalting, blending in a perfe<fl wholes 
Thy workmen left ev’n Nature’s felf behind-r 
From thofe far difFerenti whbfe prolific hand 
Peoples a nation ; they for years On years^ 

By the cool touches of judicious toil, 300 

Their rapid genius curbing, pour’d it all 
Through the live features of one breathing fione^ 
There, beaming full, it fhone 5 exprefling gods : 

Jove’s awful brow, Apollo’s air divine. 

The fierce atrocious frown of iinew’d Mars, 309 
Or the fly graces of the Cyprian Queenii 
Minutely perfedfc all I Each dimple funk. 

And every mufde fwell’d, as Nature taught. 

In trefles, braided gay, the marble wav’d 5 
Flow’d in loofe robOs, qr than tran^arent veils 5 310 

Sprung into motion ; foften’d into fiefh j 
Was fir’d to paflion, or refin’d to foul. 

Nor lefs thy pencil, with creative touch. 

Shed mimic life, when all thy brigfitefl dames, 
Afiembled, Zeuxis in his Helen mix’d. 315 

And when Apelles, who peculiar knew 
To give a grace that more than mortal fixSl’d, 

The foul of beauty ! call’d the Queen of Love, 

Frefh from the billows, blufhing orient charms. 

Ev’n fuch enchantment then thy pencil pour’d, 320 
Von, LV. D That 
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That cruei-thoughted War th* impadent torch 
Dafli’d to the ground ; and, rather than defb-o/ 

The patriot pidlure, let the city ’fcape, 

Firll elder Sculpture taught her Sider Art 
Corred delign; where great ideas flione, 325 

And in the fecret trace expreffion ipoke : 

Taught her the graceful attitude ; the turn. 

And beauteous airs of head ; the native aiS:, 

Or bold, or eafy ; and, call free behind. 

The fwelling mantle's welbadjufted flow* 33O 

Then the bright Mufe, their eideft lifter, came ; 

And bade her follow where Ihe led the way ; 

Bade earth, and fea, and air, in colours rife ; 

And copious aftion on the canvafs glow ; 

<5ave her gay fable 5 fpread invention's ftore ; 335 

Enlarg’d her view; taught compolition high. 

And Juft arrangement, drclmg round one point. 

That ftarts to fight, binds and commands the whole. 
Caught from the heavenly Mufe a nobler aim. 

And, fcorning the foft trade of mere delight, 340 
O’er all thy temples, porticos, and fchools. 

Heroic deeds Ihe trac'd, and warm difplay'd 
Each moral beauty to the raviih'd eye. 

There, as th' imagin’d prefence of the God, 

Arous'd the mind, or vacant hours induc'd 343 

Calm contemplation, or affembled youth 
Burn'd in ambitious circle round the fage. 

The living leSbn ftole into the heart. 

With more prevailing force than dwells in words* 
Thefe roufe to glory; while, to rural life, 350 

the 
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The fofter canvafs oft repos’d the foul. 

There gayly broke the fun-illtimin’d doud ; 

The lelfoning profped, and the mountain blue, 
Vanifo’d in air ; the p|:ecipice frown’d, dire 5 
White, down the rock the rufhing torrent dafo’d ; 355 
The fun fhone, tieinbling, o’er the diftant main ; 

The tempeft foam’d, immenfe 5 the driving Itorm 
Sadden’d the ikies, andi from the doubling gloom. 

On the fcath’d oak the ragged lightning fell 5 
In clofmg ihades, and where the current firays, 360 
With peace, and love, and' innocence around. 

Pip’d the lone Ihepherd to his feeding flock : 

Round happy parents fmil’d their younger felves j 
And friends convers’d, by death divided long. 

To public Virtue thus the fmihng Arts, 365 

Unblemilh’d handmaids, ferv’d I the Graces they 
To drefs this fairefl: Venus. Thus rever’d. 

And plac’d beyond the reach of fordid care. 

The high awarders of immoital fame. 

Alone for glory thy great mailers ftrove ; 370 

Courted by kings, and by contending ilates 
AiTum’d the boafted honour of their birth. 

In Archite<fl:ure too thy rank fupreme I 
That art where moli magnificent a;^pears 
The little builder man | by thee refin’d, 375 

And, fmiling high, to full perfe^Hoft brought. 

Such thy fare rules, that Godis of every age. 

Who fcom’d their aid, have Only loaded earth 
With labour’d, heavy monuments of ihame. 

Not thofe gay domes that o’er thy Iplendid Chore 380 
D z Shot, 
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Shot, all propordon, iip. Firft unadorn’d^ 

And nobly plain, the manly Doric rofe ; 

Th’ Ionic then, wth decent matron grace. 

Her aiiy pillar heav’d ; luxuriant laft. 

The rich Corinthian fpread her wanton wreath. 3S5 
'The whole fo meafur’d true, fo lelTen’d oiF 
By fine proportion, that the marble pile. 

Formed to repel the fiill or fiortny wade 
Of rolling ages, light as fabrics look’d 
That from the magic wand aerial rife. 39a 

Thefe were the wonders that illumin’d Greece, 

From end to end— Here interrupting warm. 

Where are they now ? (I Cry’d) fay, Goddefs, where ? 
And what the land thy darling thus of old ? 

Sunk I Ihe refum’d : deep in the kindred gloom 395 
Of fuperltition, and of ilavery funk ! 

No glory now can touch their hearts, benumb’d 
By loofe dejedled floth and fervile fear 5 
No fcience pierce the darknefs of their minds ; 

No nobler art the quick ambitious foul 40a 

Of imitation in their bread awake. 

Ev’n, to fupply the needful arts of life. 

Mechanic toil denies the hopelefs hand. 

Scarce any trace remaining, veltige grey. 

Or nodding column on the defert ihorc, 405 

T6 point where Corinth, or where Athens fiood* 

A feithlefs land of violence, and death ! 

Where commerce parleys, dubious, on the Ihore ; 

And his wild impulfe curious fearch xedrains. 

Afraid to trud th’ inhofpitable dime. 410 

Negleded 
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Negleded nature fails ; in fordid want 

Sunk, and debas’d, their beauty beams no more. 

The fun himfelf feems angry, to regard. 

Of light unworthy, the degenerate race ; 

And fires them oft with peftilential rays : 415 

While earth, blue poifon fteaming on the Ikies, 
Indignant, ihakes them from her troubled Mes. 

Blit as from man to man. Fate’s firft decree. 

Impartial Death the tide of riches rolls. 

So ftates mull die, and Liberty go round. 4^0 

Fierce was the Hand, ere virtue, valour, arts. 

And the foul fir’d by Me (that often, Hung 
With thoughts of better times and old renown. 

From hydra-tyrants try’d to clear the land) 

Lay quite cxtinft in Greece, their works elFac’d 425 
And grofs o’er all unfeeling bondage ipread. 

Sooner I mov’d my much-reludant flight. 

Pois’d on the doubtful wing ; when Greece with Greece 
Embroil’d in foul contention fought no more 
For common glory, and for common weal : 43 q 

But, falfe to freedom, fought to quell the free ; 

Broke the firm band of peace, and facred love^ 

That lent the whole irrefragable force ; 

And, as around the partial trophy blufh’d. 

Prepar’d the way for total overthrow. 

Then to the Perfian power, whofe pride they fcom’d, 
When Xerxes pour’d his millions o’er the land, 

Sparta, by turns, and Athens, vilely fuedj 

Sued to be venal parricides, to fpill 

Their country’s braveft Mood, and on theii|felve$ 440 

To 
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To turn their matchleis mercenary arms.. 

Peaceful in Sufa, then, fat the great king ; 

And by the trick of tieades, the flill walle 
Of fly corruption, and barbaric gold, 

ElFeded what his lieel could ne’er perform. 445 
Profufe he gave them the luxurious draught. 

Inflaming all the land : unbalanc’d wide 
Their tottering flates 5 their wild aflemblies ruTd, 

As the winds turn at every blafl the feas : 

And by their Med orators, whofe breath 450 

Still With a fadious florm infefled Greece, 

Rous’d them to civil war, or dafh’d them down 
To fordid peace. — Peace I that, when Sparta fhook 
Aflonifli’d Artaxerxes on his thione, 

Gave up, fau-fpread o’er Afia’s funny ftioie, 455 
Their kindred cities to perpetual chains. 

What could fo bafe, fo infamous a thought 
In Spartan hearts infpire ? Jealous, they faw 
Refpiiing Athens rear again her walls ; 

And the p.de fury fir’d them, once again 460 

To crufti this rival city to the duft. 

For now no more the noble focial foul 
Of Liberty my families combm d $ 

But by fhort views, and felfllh pafllons, bi oke, 

Dire as when friends are rankled into foes, 465 

They mix’d fevere, and wag’d eterrtal war 5 
Nor felt they, furious, their exhaufled force ; 

Nor, with falfe glory, difeord, madnefs blind. 

Saw how the blackening florm from Thracia came* 
Long years roil’d on, by many a battle ftain’d, 47Q 
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The blufh and boaft of Fame ! where courage, art. 
And military glory, fiione fupreme : 

But let detelhng ages, from the fcene 
Of Greece felf-mangled, turn the fickening eye* 

At lafl, when bleeding from a thoufand wounds, ^75 
Shq felt her fpirits fail ; and in the duft 
Her lateft heroes, Nicias, Conon* lay, 

Agefilaus, and the Theban Friends : 

The Macedonian vulture markM his time. 

By the dire fcent of C^eronaja lurM* 480 

And, fierce-defcending, ieiz^d his haplefs prey* 

Thus tame fubmitted to the tddtor’s yoke 
Greece, once the gay, the turbulent, the bold ; 

For every Grace, and Mufe, and Science bom ; 

With arts of war, of government, elate ; 485 

To tyrants dreadful, dreadful to the beft ^ 

Whom I Myfelf could fcarcely rule ; and thus 
The Periian fetters, that inthrall’d the mind. 

Were turn’d to formal and apparent chains, 

Unlefs Corruption firft deject the pride, 490 

And guardian vigour of the free-born &0I, 

All crude attempts of violence ate vam ; 

For, fiwm within, and while at heart untouch’d. 

Ne’er yet by force was freedom overcome. 

But foon as Independence Hoops the head, 49J 

To vice endav’d, and viccTCreated wants ; 

Then to feme foul corrupting hand, whofe wafte 
Thefe heighten’d wants with fatal bounty feeds ; 

From man to man the Hackening ruin runs, 

TiH the whole Hate mmerv’iin Slavery finks, 500 
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NOTES on Part II. 

Ver, 57. Civil tyranny. 

Ver. 63. The pyramids. 

Vei . 65 . The tyrants of Egypt. 

Ver. 138, A mountain near Athens. 

Ver. 142. Two rivers^ betwixt which Adiens was 
fituated. 

Ver. 157. The Areopagus, or fupreme court of ju- 
dicature, which Solon reformed, and improved : and 
the council of Four Hundred, by him iniHtuted. In 
this council ail affairs of flate were deliberated, before 
they came to be voted in the aifembly of the people. 

Ver. 174. Or Olympia, the city where the Olympic 
games were celebrated. 

Ver. 180. The firaits of Thermopylae* 

Ver. 197. Xenophon, 

Ver. 223 . Socrates, 

Ver. 272. Hofn^r. 

Ver. 323. When Demetrius befieged Rhodes, and 
could have reduced the city, by fetting fire to that quar- 
ter of it where flood the houfe of the celebrated Proto- 
genes ; hechofe rather to raife the fiege, than hazard the 
burning of a famous pifl;ure called Jafylus, the mafler- 
piece of that painter. 

Ver, ^42. So ^e kings of Perfia were called by the 
Orceks. 

Ver. 453, The pe?ice made by Antalcidas, the La- 
cedemonian admiral, with tlie Ferfians » by which the 

Lace- 
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Lacedemonians abandoned all the Greeks eflabliflied in 
the LefTer Alia to the dominion of the king of Perlla. 

Vei .459, Athens had been difmantied by the Lace- 
demonians, at the end of the PeJoponneiian war, 
and was at this time rellored by Conon to its former 
iplendor, 

Ver. 470, The Peloponnefian war, 

Ver, 478. Pelopidas and Epaminondas, 

Ver. 480. The battle of Cheronaea, m winch Philip 
pf I^acedon utterly defeated tlie Gieeks, 
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Being the THIRD PART of 

I B E R T y, 
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The CONTENTS of Part IIL 

As this part contains a defcription of the eliabhihment of 
Liberty in Rome, it begins with a view of the Greci- 
an colonies fettled in the fouthern parts of Italy, which 
with Sicny conihtuted the Great Greece of the anci- 
ents. With tnefe colonies the Spirit of Liberty, and 
of republics, fpreads over Italy ; to ver. 3a. Tranfi- 
tion to Pythagoras and his philofophy, which he 
taught through thofe free ilates and cities ; to ver. 7 1 . 
AnndH: the many final! republics in Italy, Rome the 
deflined Itat of Liberty. Her eftablilhment there 
dated from the expuHion of the Tarquins, How dif- 
fering from that m Greece ; to ver. 88. Reference to 
a view of the Roman republic given in the firft part of 
this poem ; to mark its rife and fall, the peculiar pur- 
port of this. During its firft ages, the gieateil force 
of Liberty and Virtue exerted ; to ver. 103. The 
fource whence derived the heroic virtues of the Ro- 
mans. Enumeration of thefe virtues. Thence their 
fecarity at home ; their glory, fuccefs, and empire, 
abroad ; to ver. 226. Bounds of the Roman empire, 
geographically deferibed; to ver. 257 The fiates of 
Greece refiored to Liberty by Titus Quintus Flami- 
nius, the high'^fl infiance of public generofity and be- 
neficence ; to ver. 328. The lofs of Liberty in Rome* 
Its caufes, progrefs, and completion in the death of 
Brutus ; to ver. 485. Rome under the emperors ; to 
ver. 513. From Rome the Goddefs of Liberty goes 
among the Northern Nations ; where, by infufing 
into them her fpirit and general principles. She lays 
the ground- work of her ftture efiablifhments ; fends 
them in vengeance on the Roman empire, now totally 
cnfiaved; and then, with arts and fciences in hei train, 
quits earth during the dark ages ; to ver, 550. The 
celeftiai regions, to which Liberty retired, not prope? 
to be opened to the view of mortals* 
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H ere melting mix’d with air th* ideal fbrms> 
That painted M whate’er the Goddefs fung. 
Then I, impatient : From exdngmlh’d Greece, 

« To what new region Aream’d the human day 
She foftly fighing, as when Zephyr leaves, j 

Refign’d to Boreas, the declining year, 

Refum’d : Indignant, thefe lad feenes I fled i 
And long ere then, Leucadia’s cloudy cHfli 
And the Ceraunian hills behind me thrown. 

All Latium flood arous’d. Ages before, lo 

Great mother of republics ! Greece had pour’d. 

Swarm after fwarm, her ardent youth around. 

On Afia, Afric, Sicily, they floop’d. 

But chief on fair Helperia’s winding Ihore; 

Where, frqm Lacinium to Etrurian vales, 1 5 

They roll’d increafing colonies along* 

And lent materials for my Roman Reig^. 

With them my /pint fpread^ and numerous flates 
And cities rofe, on Grecian models form’d ^ 

As its parental policy, and arts, 20 

Each had imbib’d- Beiides, to each aiSgn’d 
A guardian genius, o’er the pubHc weal. 

Kept 
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Kept an nnclofing eye ; try^d to fuftain. 

Or more fublime, the foul infus’d by Me : 

And ftrong the battle rofe, with various wave> 

Againft the tyrant demons of the land. 

Thus they their little wars and triumphs knew ; 

Their flows of fortune, and receding times, . 

But almoft all below the proud regard 
Of ftory vow’d to Rome, on deeds intent 
That truth beyond the flight of fable bore. 

Not lb the Samian Sage ; to him belongs 
The 3 >iightefl: witnefs of recording fame. 

For thefe free flates his native ifle forfook. 

And a vain tyrant^s tranfltory fmile. 

He fought Crotona’s pure falubrious air. 

And through great Greece his gentle wifdom taught ; 
Wifdom that calm’d for liflenmg years the mind. 

Nor ever heard amid the flot m of zeal, 

ills mental eye firfl: launch’d into the deeps 4^ 

Of boundlefs setlier ; where umiiimber’d orbs. 

Myriads on myriads, through the pathlefs fky 
Uneiring roll, and wind their Heady way, 

^riieie he the full confenting chon beheld ; 

Tliere firfl difeern’d the fecret band of love, 45 

The kind attradion, that to cential funs 
Binds circHng earths, and world with world mates. 
Infliuded thence, he great ideas formed 
Of the whole-moving, all- informing God, 

The fun of beings 1 beaming «nconfiin’’d 50 

Light, life, and love, and e\»er-adive power ; 

Whom nought can image, and who befl approves 
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The filent worfhip of the moral heart. 

That joys in bounteous heaven, and fpreads the joy 
Nor fcom’d the foaring fage to ftoop to life, 55 

And bound his reafon to the fphere of man. 

He gave the four yet reigning virtues name ; 

Infpir’d the iiudy of the finer arts. 

That civihze mankind, and laws devised 

Where with enlightened juiHce mercy mix’d- 60 

He ev’n, into his tender fyfiem, took 

Whatever fhares the brotherhood of life : 

He taught that life’s indifibluble fiame> 

From brute to man, and man to brute again. 

For ever ihifting, runs di’ ei;emal round j 65 

Thence try’d againfi: the blood-polluted meal. 

And limbs yet quivering with fome kindred foul. 

To turn the human heart. Delightful truth I 
Had he beheld the living chain alcend. 

And not a circling form, but rifing whole- 70 

Amid thefe fmall republics one arofe. 

On yellow Tyber’s bank, almighty Rome> 

Fated for Me. A nobler fpirit warm’d 
Her fons ; and, rouz’d by tyrants, nobler ffill 
It bom’d in Brutus ; the proud Tarquins chac’d, 75 
Witii all their enmes 5 bade radiant ^ras nfe. 

And the long honours of the confal-line- 
Here, from the fairer, not the greater, plan 
Of Greece 1 vary ’d 5 whofe unftnxing ftates. 

By the keen foal of emulation pierc’d, S® 

Long wag’d alone the bloodlcfs war of art^. 

And their kj} empire gain’d. But to diShfe 


O’er 



48 THOMSON'S POEMS, 

O’er men an empire was my parpofe now ; 

To let my martial majefty abroad ; 

Into the vortex of one ftate to draw 8^ 

The whole mix’d force, and liberty, on earth j 
To conqaer tyrants, and fet nations free. 

Already h? %'e I given, with flying touch, 

A broken view of this my ami^efl reign. 

Now, while its iirft, kft, periods you furvey, 9® 
Mark how it labouring rofe, and rapid fell. 

When Rome in noon-dde empire grafp’d the world,’ 
And, foon as her refililefs legions fhone. 

The nations loop’d around } though then appear’d 
Her grandeur moft, yet in her dawn of power, 9 J 

By many a jealous equal people prefs’d. 

Then was the toil, the mighty llruggle then ^ 

Then for each Roman I an hero told ; 

And every pafilng fun, and Latian fcene. 

Saw patriot virtues chen^ and awful deeds, lOO 

That or furpafs the faith of modern times. 

Or, if believ’d, with facred horror flrike. 

For tlien, to prove my moft exalted power, 

I to the point of full perfedUon pufh’d. 

To fondnefs or enthufiaffic zeal, roj 

The great, the reigning paffion of the free* 

That godlike pafiion ! which, the bounds of iHf 

Divinely burlHng, the whole pdbhck takes 

Into the heart, enlarg’d, and burning high 

With the mix’d ardor of unnumber’d felves ; no 

Of all who fafe beneath the voted laws 

Of the lamo jparent flat©, fmemal, live. 
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From this kind fun of moral nature flow’d 
Virtues, that ihme the light of human kind. 

And, ray’d through flory, waim renrotell time. 115 
Thefe viitues too, refledled to their fource, 

Encreas’d its flame. The focial charm^ went romid. 
The fair idea, more attra< 5 tive flill. 

As moie by virtue mark’d ; till Romans, all 
One band of friends, unconquerable grew. l io 

Hence, when their country rais’d her plaintive voice. 
The voice of pleading nature was not heard ; 

And in their hearts the fathers throtb’d no more ? 

Stern to themfebes, but gentle to the whole. 

Hence fweeten’d pain, the luxury of toil ; 1 25 

Patience, that baifled fortune’s utmofl: rage ; 
High-minded hope, which at the lowefl ebb. 

When Brennus conquer’d, and when Cannse bled. 

The bravefl impulfe felt, and fcom’d defpair. 

Hence moderation a new conquefl: gained > 130 

As on the vanqmfh’d, like defcending heaven. 

Their dewy mercy dropp’d, their bounty beam’d. 

And by the labouring hand weie crowns bellow’d. 
Fruitful of men, hence hard laborious life, 

’\Vhich no fatigue can quell, no feafon pierce- 
Mence, Independence, with his little pleas’d. 

Serene, and felWufRcient, like a God ; 

In whom Corruption could not lodge one charm, 

WIxile he his honeil roots to gold preferr’d ; 

While truly ikh,^ and by his Sabine field, 

The man maintain’d,! the Roman’s fplendor all 
Was in the public weaM and glory plac’d s 
Yol. LV. E 
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Or ready> a rough fwain, to guide the plough ; 

Or elfe, the purple o^er his fhoulder thrown. 

In long majeftic flow, to rule the ftate, 145 

With wifdom’s pureft eye ; or, clad in fleel. 

Ter drive the il:eady battle on the foe. 

Hence every paflion, ev’n the proudefl, jftoop’d. 

To common good : Camillas, thy revenge ; 

Thy glory, Fabius, All fubmifSve hence, ^50 

Confuls, dictators, iiill refign’d their rule. 

The very moment that the laws ordain’d. 

Though conquefl o’er them clapp’d her eagle-wings. 
Her laurels wreath’d, and yok’d her foowy Heeds 
To the triumphal car ; foon as expir’d 155 

The lateH hour of fway, taught to fubmit 
{A harder lefTon that than to command) 

Into the private Roman funk the chief. 

If Rome was ferv’d, and glorious, carelefs they 15^ 
By whom. Thmr country’s fame they deem’d their own 5 
And, above envy, in a rival’s train. 

Sung the loud los by themfelves deferv’d. 

Hence matchlefs courage. On Cremera’s bank. 

Hence fell the Fabii ; hence the Decii dy’d ; 

And Curtius plung’d into the flaming gulf. 16-5 

Hence Regains the wavering fathers firm’d^ 

By dreadftd counfei never ^ven before ; 

For Roman honour faed, and his own doom. 

Hence he fuftain’d to dare a death prepar’d 
By Punic rage. On earth his manly look 170 

Relentlefs fix’d, he from a lafi embrace. 

By ebuns polluted, put his wife afide. 
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Hts little children climbing for a kifs ; 

Then dumb through rows of weeping wondering friends* 
A new illuflrious exile 1 prefs’d along. 1 75 

Nor lefs impatient did lie pierce the crowds 
Oppoling his return, than if, efcap’d 
From long litigious fuits, he glad forfook 
The noify town a while, and City cloud. 

To jbreathe Venafrian, or Tarentine air. 180 

Need I thefe high particulars recount ? 

The meaneli bofom felt a thirft for fame j 
Flight their word death, and fhame their only fear. 
Life had no charms, nor any terrors fate. 

When Rome and glory call’d. But, in one view, 185 
Mark the rare boad of thefe unequaPd times. 

Ages revolv’d unfully’d by a crime ; 

Adrea reign’d, and fcarcely needed laws 
To bind a race elated with the pride 
Of virtue, and difdaining to defcend I go 

To meannefs, mutual violence, and wrongs. 

While war around them rag’d, in happy Rome 
All peaceful fail’d, all fave the paffing clouds 
That often hang on Freedom’s jealous brow I 
And far unbfemilh’d centuries elaps’d, 195 

When not a Roman bled but in the field. 

Their virtue fuch, that an unbalanc’d date. 

Still between noble and pkbeimi tod. 

As flow’d the wave of flu^uating power. 

Was thence kept firm, and with triumphant prow aoo 
Rode out the dorms. Oft though the native feuds. 
That from the fird their conditution fcook, 

E a 
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(A latent ruin, growing as it grew) 

Stood on the threatening point of civil war 

Ready to rulh : yet could the lenient voice 205 

Of wifdomy foothing the tumultuous foul, 

Thofe fons of virtue calm. Their generous hearts, 
Unpetrify’d by felf, fo naked lay. 

And fenfible to truth, that o’er the rage 
Of giddy faflion, by oppreflbn fwell’d, 210 

Prevail’d a ixmple fable, and at once 
To peace recover’d the divided Hate. 

But if their often-cheated hopes refus’d 
The foothing touch ; Hill, in the love of Romcy 
The dread di< 9 :aror found a fure refource. 215 

Was fhe al^idted ? was her glory Hain’d ? 

One common quarrel wide-inSam’d the whole. 

Poes in the forum in the field were friends. 

By focial danger bound 5 each fond for eadi. 

And for their deareft country all, to die, 22i> 

Thus up the hill of empire flow they toil’d : 

Till, the bold fommit gain’d, the thoufand Hates 

Of proud Italia blended into one j 

Then o’er the nations- they refifliefs rufh’d. 

And touch’d the limits of the foiling world. 225 
Let Fancy’s eye the diHant Hues unite. 

See that which bdrders wild the weHern maiu. 

Where Horms at large refound, and tides immenfe : 
From Caledonia’s dim caerulean coail. 

And moift Hibernia, to where Atlas, lodg’d 250 
Amid the reHIefi clouds, and leaning heaven. 

Hangs o’er Qie deep that borrows thence its name. 

Mark 
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Mark that oppos’d, where firR the mom 

Her rofes fheds, and jQiakes around her dews : 

From the dire deferts by the Caipian lav’d, 255 
To where the Tigris and Euphrates, join’d. 

Impetuous tear the Babylonian plain ; 

^ And bleli: Aiabia aromatic breathes. 

See that dividing far the watery north. 

Parent of floods 1 from the majefHc Rhine, 240 

Drunk by Batavian meads, to where, feven-mouth’d. 
In Euxine waves the Bafliing Danube roars 5 
To where the frozen Tanais fcarcely iHrs 
The dead Meotic pool, or the long Rha, 

In the black Scythian fea his torrent throws. 245 
Laft, that beneath the burning zone behold. 

See where it runs, from the deep-loaded plains 
Of Mauritania to the Libyan fands. 

Where Ammon lifts amid the toixid wafte 
A verdiuit ide, with lhade and fountain frefh ; 25® 

And farther to the full Egyptian ihore. 

To where the Nile from Ethiopian clouds. 

His never-drain’d ethereal urn, defcends. 

In this vaft fpace what various tongues, and ftates ! 
>ybat bounding rocks, and mountains, floods and feasi 
What purple tyrants quell’d, and nations free’d ! 25$ 
O’er Greece defcended chief, with flealth divine^ 
The Roman bounty in a flood of day ; 

As at her Iflhmian games, a fa<^ng pomp I 
Her full-afiembled youth inimmeroas fwarm’d. z6q 
O n a tribunal rais’d Fiaminius fat 5 
A Vidor he, from the deep phalanx pierced 
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Of iron-coated Macedon, and back 
The Grecian tyrant to his bounds repeU’d. 

In the high thoaghtlefs gaiety of game, 265 

While fport alone their unambiuous hearts 
Poliefs’d 5 the fudden trumpet, founding hoaife. 

Bade iilence o’er the bright affembly reign. 

Then thus a herald.—** To the dates of Greece 
** The Roman People, unconhn’d, redore 270 

** Their countries, cities, lijjerties, and laws ; 

** Taxes remit, and garnfbns withdraw.” 

The crow’d adonidi’d half, and half inform’d. 

Star’d dubious round; fomequedion’d, fome exclaim’d^ 
(Like one who dreaming, between hope and fear, 275 
Is lod in anxious joy) Be that again, 

Be that again prockim’d, didin6i;, aud loud. 

Loud, and didindt, it was again proclaim’d ; 

And dill as midnight in the rural fhade, 

When the gale flumbers, they the words devour’d. 280 
A while fevere amazement held them mute. 

Then, burding broad, the boundlcfs fliout to heaver^ 
From many a thoufand hearts ecdatic Iprung. 

On every hand rebellow’d to their joy 

The fwelhng fca, the rocks, and vocal hills : 2S5 

Through all her tun-ets ftately Corinth Hiook; 

And, from the void above of fiiatter’d air. 

The flitting bird fell breathlefs to the ground. 

What piercing blifs I how keen a fenfe of fame. 

Did then, Flaminius, reach thy inmod foal ! 29Q 

And with what deep-felt glory didd thou then 
Efcape the fondnsfs of tranfported Greece I 
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Mix’d in a tempeft of fuperior joy. 

They left the fports ; like Bacchanals they Bew, 

Each other draining in a llrid embrace, 

Nor iirain’d a Have ; and loud acclaims till night 
Round the proconful’s tent repeated rung. 

Then, crown’d with garlands, came the feUive hours ; 
And muiic, fparkling wine, and converfe warm, 299 
Their raptures wak’d anew. — " Ye Gods ! they cry’d. 
Ye guardian Gods of Greece ! And are we free ? 
Was it not niadnefs deem’d the very thought ? 

And is it true ? How did we purchafe chains ? 

At what a dire expence of kindred blood ? 

And are they now diiToIv’d i And fcarce one drop 
For the fair firil of bleliings have we paid ? 306 

** Courage, and condu6:, in the doubtful field. 

When rages wide the fiorm of mingling war. 

Are rare indeed ; but how to generous ends 
To turn fuccefs, and conqueft, rarer Ibll : 3jo 

That the great Gods and Romans only know. 

Lives there on eartli, almoit to Greece unknown^ 

A people fo magnanimous, to quit 
Their native foil, traverfe the fiormy deep. 

And by their blood and treafure, fpent for us^ 3 15 
** Redeem our fiates, our liberties, and laws ! 

There does ! there does ! oh, favicur Titus ! Rome V* 
Thus through the happy night they pour’d their fouls^ 
And in my lafi: refie 4 :ied beams rejoic’d. 

As when the Ihepherd, on the mountain hrawj, ^zq 
Sits piping to his fiocks, and gamefome kids j 
Meantime the fun, beneath the green earth /unk, 

E4 SN;? 
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Slants upward o’er the fcene a parting gleam : 

Short is die glory that the mountain gilds. 

Plays on the glittering flocks, and glads the fwain ; 

To weflern worlds irrevocable roll’d, 32;^ 

Rapid, the fource of light rec^ls his ray* 

Here interpoling L — Oh, Queen of men ! 

Beneath whofe fceptre in eflTential rights 
** Equal they live j though plac’d, for common good. 
Various, or in fubjeftion, or command ; 331 

And that by common choice : alas I the fcene. 

With virtue, freedom, and with glory bnght. 
Streams into blood, and darkens into woe.” 

Thus file purfued. — ^Ncar this great a;ra, Rome 335 
Began to feel the fwift approach of fate. 

That now her vitals gain’d . ffill more and more 
Her deep diviuons kindling into rage. 

And war wi‘!j and defolation charg’d. 

From an unequal balance of her fons 340 

Thefe fierce contentions fprung ; and, as increas’d 
This hated inequality, more fierce 
Tliev flam’d to tumult. Independence fail’d ; 

Heie by luxurous wants, by real there ; 

And with this virtue every virtue funk, 3 

As, with the Aiding rock, the pile fufiain’d. 

A lafl: attempt, too iate, the Gracchi made. 

To fix the flying fcale, and poife the ftate. 

On one fide fwell’d Ariflocratic pride ; 

With Ufury, the villain I whefe fell gripe 350 

Bends by degrees to bafeneis the free foul 5 
And Luxury rapacious, cruel, mean. 
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Mother of vice I while on the other crept 
A populace in want, with pleafure fir’d ; 

Fit for profcnptions, for the darkeli deeds, 355 

As the proud feeder bade : inconfiant, blind, 

Beferting friends at need, and dup’d by foes ; 

Loud and feditious, when a chief infpir’d 
Their headlong fury, but, of him depnv’d. 

Already fiaves that hck’d the fcour^ng hand. 360 
This firm republic, that againfi: the blafi 
Of oppofition rofe ; that (like an oak. 

Nurs’d on feracious Algidum, whofe boughs 
Still fironger Ihoot beneath the ligid axe) 

By lofs, by fiaughter, from the fieel itfelf, 365 

Ev’n force and fpirit drew ; fmit with the calm. 

The dead ferene of profperous fortune, pin’d. 

Nought now her weighty legions could oppofe ; 

Her terror once on Afric’s tawny fliore. 

Now fmok’d in dull, a fiabhng now for wolves ; 370 

And every dreaded power receiv’d the yoke. 

Befides, deftrufHve, from the conquer’d eafi. 

In the foft plunder came that worfi of plagues, 

That pefiilence of mind, a fever’d thirfi 

For the falfe joys which luxury prepares. 373 

Unworthy joys ! that waftefu! leave behind 

No mark of honour, in relieving hour, 

Nx) fecret ray to glad the confpious foal 5 
At once involving in one rain wealth, 

And wealth-acquiring powers : while foipid felf, 3 So 

Of narrow gull, and hebetating fenfe 
Devour the nobler feciilties of blifs. 
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Hence Romaa virtue flacken’d into iloth j 

Security relax’d the foftening ftate j 

And the broad eye of government lay clos’d ; 

No more the laws inviolable reign’d. 

And public weal no more : but party rag’d ; 

And partial power, and licence unredrain’d. 

Let difcord through the deathful city loofe. 

Fuft, mild Tiberius, on thy facred head 
The fury’s vengeance fell ; the fird, whofe blood 
Had iince the confals ftain’d contending Rome* 
Of precedent pernicious ! with thee bled 
Three hundred Romans ; with thy brother, next. 
Three thoufanH more 5 till, into battles turn’d 
Debates of peace, and forc’d the tremblmg laws. 
The forum and comitia horrid grew, 

A feene of barter’d power, or reeking gore* 
When, half-ailiam’d, Corruption’s thievilh arts. 
And ruiiian force began to Cap the mounds 
And maje% of laws 5 if not in time 
Reprefs’d fevere, for human aid too flrong 
The torrent turns, and overbears the whole. 

Thus luxury, dilTenfion, a mix’d rage 
.Of boundlefs pleafure and of boundlefs wealth. 
Want wilhing change, and wafte repairing war. 
Rapine for ever loll to peaceful toil. 

Guilt unaton’d, profufe of blood revenge, 
porruption all avow’d, and lawlefs force. 

Each heightening each, alternate Ihook the li:ate. 
Meantime ambidon, at the dazzling head 
Of hardy legions, with the laurels heap’d 
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And fpoil of nations, in one circling Wall 
Combin’d in vanous ftorm, and ftom its bafe 
The broad lepubUc tore. By virtue built, 41 5 

It touch’d the ikies, and fpread o’er ihelter’d earth 
An ample roof : by virtue too fullain’d> 

And balanc’d ileady, every tempefi: fiing 
Innoxious by, or bade it firmer Hand. 

But when, with fudden and epormous change, '420 
Liie firfi: of mankind funk into the laH, 

As once in virtpe, fo in vice extreme. 

This univerfai fabric yielded loofe. 

Before ambition Hill ; and thundering down. 

At lafi, beneath its rums cruih’d a world. 425 

A conquering people, to theipfelvas a prey, 

Muft ever fall } when their vidorions troops. 

In blood and rapine favage grown, can find 
No land to fack and pillage but their own. 

By brutaj Marius, and keen Sylk, firlt 43O 

Efius’d the deluge dire of civil blood, 

Unceafmg tvoes began, and this, or tliat, 
(Deep-drenching their revenge) nor virtue fpar’d. 

Nor fex, nor age, nor quality, nor name ; 

Tii! Rome, into ‘an human feambles turn’d, 43| 
Made deferts lovely.— Oh, to well-earn’d chains 
Devoted race ! — If no true Roman then. 

No Sca^vola there w?as, to raife for Me 
A vengeful hand : was there no father, robb’d 
Pf blooming youth to prop his wither’d age ? 44qf. 

No fon, a witnefs to his hoary fire 
pi dull and gore defil’d f no friend, forlorn ? 
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No wretch that doubtful trembled for himfelf ? 

None brave, or wild, to pierce a monfter’s heart. 
Who, heaping horror round, no more defeiv’d 445 
The facred fhelter of the laws he fpum’d ? 

No. Sad o’er all profound dejedion fat ; 

And nervelefs fear. The flave’s afylum theirs : 

Or Sight, ill-judging, that the timid back 
Tunis weak to Saaghter j or partaken guilt. 450 
In vain from Sylla’s vanity I drew 
An unexampled deed. The power relign’d. 

And all unhop’d the common-wealth rehor’d. 

Amaz’d the public, and effac’d his crimes. 454 

Through Sreets yet ftreaming from his murderous hand 
Unarm’d he Sxay’d, unguarded, unaffail’d. 

And on the bed of peace his afhes laid; 

A grace, which I to his demifiion gave. 

But with him dy’d not the defpotic foul. 

Apibition faw that Hooping Rome could bear 460 
A MaSer, nor had mrtne io he free* 

Hence, for fucceeding years, my troubled reign 
No certain peace, no fpreading profped, knew. 
DeftruSion gather’d round. Still the black foul. 

Or of a Cataline, or Rullos, fwell’d 465 

With fell defigns ; and all the watchful art 
Of Cicero demanded, all the force, 

AH the Hate-wielding magic of his tongue ; 

And all the thunder of my Cato’s zeal. 

With thefe I linger’d ; till the Bame anew 470 

BurH out in blaze immenfe, and wrapt the world. 

The lhameful conteft fprung \ to whom mankind 

Should 
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Should yield the neck : to Pompey, who conceal’d 
A rage impatient of an equal name ; 

Or to the nobler Caefar, on whofe brow 475 

O’er daring vice deluding virtue feiil’d. 

And who no lefs a vain fuperior {corn’d. 

Both Med, but bled in vain. New traitors rofe, 
vefial Will h bought, the bafs hm^e lords * 

To thefe vile wars I left ambitious {laves ; 480 

And from Philippi’s field, from where in dull 
The lafi: of Romans, jnatchlefs Brutus ! lay. 

Spread to the north untam’d a rapid wing. 

What though the firfi: fmooth Caelar’s arts carels’d. 
Merit and virtue, fimulating Me I 485 

Severely tender I cruelly humane ! 

The chain to clinch, and make it fofter fit 
On the new-broken ilill ferocious ftate. 

From the dark Third, fucceeding, I beheld 

Th’ imperial mongers all,— A race on earth 49O 

VindnSHve, fent the fcourge of human-kind ! 

Whofe blind profufion draui’d a bankrupt world ; 
Whofe lull: to forming nature ieems difgrace 5 
And whofe infernal rage bade every drop 
Of andent blood, that yet retain’d my ftamcy 49J 
To that of P^etus, in the peaceful bath. 

Or Rome’s affrighted fireets, inglorious fiow. 

But ahnofi: jut the meanly-patient death. 

That waits a tyrant’s unprevented troke. 

Titus indeed gave one Ihort evening gleam ; 500 

idore cordial felt, as in the midt it Ipread 
Of torm, and horror. , The de%ht of mesi I 
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He who the day, when his o’ei flowing hand 
Had made no happy heart, concluded loft ; 

Trajan and He, with the mild Sire and Son, 505 
His fon of virtue ! eas’d awhile mankind ; 

And arts reviv’d beneath their gentle beam* 

Then was their laft effort : what fculpture rais’d 
To Trajan’s glory, following triumphs ftole ; 509 

And mix’d with Gothic forms, (the chiflel’s fhame) ^ 
On that triumphal arch, the forms of Greece* 
Meantime o’er rocky Thrace, and the deep vales 
Of gelid Hemus, I purfued my flight ; 

And, piercing fartheft Scythia, weftward fwept 
Saarmatia, travers’d by a thoufand ftrcams. 515 

A fallen land of lakes, and fens immenfe. 

Of rocks, refounding torrents, gloomy heaths. 

And cruel deferts black with founding pme ; 

Where nature frowns : though fometimes into fmiles 
She foftens ; and immediate, at the touch 5 20 

Of fouthern gales, throws from the fudden glebe 
Luxuriant pafture, and a wafte of flowers. 

But, cold-compreft, when the whole loaded heaven 
Defcends in fnow, loft in one white abrupt. 

Lies undiftinguifh’d earth ; and, feiz’d by froft, 525 
Lakes, headlong ftreams, and floods, and oceans fleep. 
Yet there life glows j the furry millions there. 
Beep-dig their dens beneath the flidtering fnows : 

And there a race of men prolific fwarms. 

To vaiious pain, to little pleafure us’d j 53O 

On whom, keen-parching, beat Riphsean winds ; 

Hard like thm foil, and like their climate fierce^ 

The 
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The nurfery of nations !— Thefe I rousM, 
Drove land on land, on people people poured ; 
Till from almoft perpetual night they broke. 

As if in fearch of day ; and o*er the banks 
Of yielding empire, only flave-fuilamM, 
Refiftlefs rag’d, in vengeance urg’d by Me. 

Long in the barbarous heart the bury’d feeds 
Of freedom lay, for many a wintery age ; 

And though my fpirit work’d, by flow degrees. 
Nought but its pride and liercenefs yet appeal’d. 
Then was the night of time, that parted worlds. 
I quitted earth the while. As when the tribes 
Aerial, warn’d of riling imter, ride 
Autumnal winds, to warmer climates borne ; 

So, arts and each good genius in my train, 

I cut the clofing gloom, and fear’d to heaven. 

In the bright regions there of purefl: day. 

Far other feenes, and palaces, arife. 

Adorn’d profufe with other arts divine. 

All beauty here below, to them compar’d. 
Would, like a rofe before the mid-day fun. 
Shrink up its blofibm ; like a bubble, break 
The paffing poor magnificence of kings. 

For there the Edng of Nature, in foil blaze. 

Calls every §)Iendor forth ; and there his court 
Amid ethereal powers, and virtues, holds : 
Angel, archangel, tutelary gods. 

Of cities, nations, empires, and of worlds. 

But facred be the veil, that kindly clouds 
A light too keen for mortals : wraps a view 
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Too foftening tair, for tho^ that here in dull 
cheaiful toil oat their appointed years. 

A fenfe of idgher life woald only damp 565 

'rhe fchooi -boy’s taik, and fpoil his playful houis. 

Nor could the child of reafon, feeble man. 

With vigour through this infant being drudge; 

Did brighter worlds, their unimagin’d blifs 
pifciofing, dazzle Jmd diffolve his mind. 570 
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NOTES on Part IIL 

Ver. 7. The lafl ftruggles of liberty in Greece. 

Ver. 15. A promontory in Calabria. 

Ver. 32. Pythagoras. 

Ver. 34. Samos, over wluch then reigned the ty* 
rant* Polycrates. 

Ver. 37. The fonthem parts of Italy and Sicily, fo 
called becaufe of the Greaan colonies there fettled. 

Ver. 38. His fcholars were enjoined filence for five 
years. 

Ver. 57. The four cardinal virtues. 

Ver. 144. The ancient name of the Volga, 

Ver. 245. The Cafpian fea. 

Ver. 264. The king of Mecedonia. 

Ver. 286. The lithmian games were celebrated at 
Corinth. 

Ver. 369. Carthage. 

Ver. 390. Tib. Gracchus. 

Ver. 465. Pub. Servilius Rullus, tribune of the 
people, propofed an Agrarian Law, m appearance very 
advantageous for the people, but defiru£live of their li- 
berty ; and which was defeated by the eloquence of 
Cicero, in his Ipeech againfi; Rullus. 

Ver. 489. Tiberius* 

Ver. 496. Tfarafea P^tus, put to death by Nero. 
Tacitus introduces the account he gives of his death 
thus.-*-^^ After having inhumanly flaughtered fo many 
** iliufiiious men, he (Nero) burned at laft with a de- 

\ ol* LV* P fire 
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fire of cutting off virtue atfelf in the perfon of Thra- 
^‘^fea, &c. 

Ver. 505. Antoninus Pius, and his adopted foti 
Marcus AureEus, afterwards called Antoninus Philo- 
fophus. 

Ver. 51 1. Confiantine^s arch, to build which, that 
of Tiajan was deftroyed, fculpture having been then 
almofi entirely lofi. 

Ver. 515. The undent Sarmatia contained a vafi 
trad of country running all along the north of Europe^ 
and Afia. 
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The CONTENTS of Part IV. 


DliFerence betwixt the ancients and moderns iKghtly 
touched upon, to ver. 30. Defcription of the daik 
ages. The Goddefs of Liberty, who during thefe is 
fuppofed to have left earth, returns, attended with 
Arts and Science, to ver. 100. She firll defcends on 
Italy. Sculpture, Painting, and Architedure fix at 
Home, to re\dve their feveral arts by the great models 
of anttquitjr there, which many barbarous invafions 
had not been able to deftroy. The revival of thefe 
arts marked out. That fomedme? arts may fiourifii 
for^ while under defpotic governments, though ne- 
ver the natural and genuine produdHon of them, to 
ver. ^54* Learning begins to dawn. The Mufe 
and Science attend Liberty, who in her progrefs to- 
wards Great Britain raifes feveral free Hates and ci- 
ties. Thefe enumerated, to ver. 381. Author’s ex- 
clamation of joy, upon feeing the Britife feas and 
coaHs rife in the viiion, which painted whatever the 
Goddefs of Liberty laid. She refumes her narration. 
The Geiius of the Deep appears, and, addrefiing 
Liberty, affociates Great Britain into his dominion, 
to ver. 45 1 * Liberty recrived and congratulated by 
Britannia, and the Native Genii or Virtues of the 
ifland. Thefe defcribed. Animated by the pre- 
fence of Liberty, they begin their operations. Their 
beneficent influence contrafled with the works and 
delafions of oppofxng demons, to ver. 626. Con- 
cludes with an abflrad of the Englifli hillory, mark- 
ing the feveral advances of Liberty, down to her 
complete eflablifliment at the revolution. 
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S TRUCK with the riiing fcene, thus I amaz’d : 
Ah, Goddefs, what a change! Is earth the fame? 
Of the fame kind the ruthlefs race flie feedb ? 

And does the fame fair fun and asther fpread 
« Round this vile Ipot their all-enlivening foul ? 5 

Lo I beauty fails ; loft in unlovely forms 
Of little pomp, magnificence no more 
Exalts the mind, and bids the public fmile : 

While to rapacious intereft glory leaves 
Mankind, and every grace of life is gone.” ?© 
To this the Power, whofe vital radiance calls 
From the brute mafs of man an oider’d world. 

Wait till the morning fhines, and from the depth 
Of Gothic darknefs fprings another day. 

True, Genius droops ; the tender ancient tafte 15 
** Of beauty, then frefli-blooming in her prime. 

But faintly trembles through the callous fool ^ 

And grandeur, or of morals, or of life. 

Sinks into fafc purfoits, and creeping cares. 

Ev’n cautious Virtue feems to iloop her flight, zo 
** And aged life to deem the generous deeds 
Of youth romantic*. Yet in cooler thought 

F 5 Well; 
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Well-reafon’d, in refearches piercing deep 
Thiough nature^s works, in profitable arts. 

And all that calm experience can difclofe, 25 

(Slow guide, but fure) bcnold the world anew 
Exalted rife, with other honours crovvm’d ; 

And, where My Spirit wakes the finer powers, 
Athenian laurels fhll afrelh ihall bloom.” 

Oblivious ages pafs’d; while earth, forfook 30 
By her bed Genu, lay to demons foul. 

And unchain’d Fuiies, an abandon’d prey* 

Contention led the van ; firil fmall of fize. 

But foon dilating to the ikie? fte towers ; 

Then, wide as air, the Evid Fury fpiead, 35 

And high her head above the ftormy clouds. 

She blaz’d m omens, fwell’d the gi’oaning winds 
With v/ild furmifes^ battlmgs, founds of war : 

From land to land the maddening trumpet blew, 

And pour’d her venom through the heart of man- 40 
Shook to the pole, the north obey’d her call. 

Forth ruflfd the bloody Power of Gothic War, 

War againfi human kind : Rapine, that led 
Millions of i aging robbers in his tram ; 

Unlifiening, baibarous Force, to whom the Avoid 45 
Is reafon, honom, law : the Foe ot Arts 
By monlkrs follcv/’d, hideous to behold. 

That claim’d their place, Oiitiageous mix’d withjthcfe 
Another fpecies of tyrannic rule. 

Unknown before, whofe cancrous fliackles feiz ’4 50 
Th’ envenom'd foul ; a wilder Fury, She 
Ev’n o’er her Eider Sifer tyianaiz’d j 


Or, 
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Or, if perchance agreed, her rage. 

Dire was her train, and loud : the Sable Band, 
Thundering, — Submit, ye laity ! ye prophane ! 55 

Earth is the Lord’s, and therefore Ours ; let kings 
Allow the common claim, and half be theirs ; 

If not, behold i the facred lightning flies 
SchoMic Difcord, with an hundred tongues. 

For fcience utteiing jangling words obfcure, 60 

Where frighted reafon never yet could dwell : 

Of peiemptory feature. Cleric Pride. 

Whofe reddening cheek no contradiftion bears ; 

And Holy Slander, his aflbciate firm. 

On v/hom the lying /pint flill deicends : 6 j 

Mother of tortures I Perfecuting Zeal, 

High-flafhing in her hand the ready torch. 

Or poniard bath’d in unbelieving blood 5 
Hell’s fiercefl: fiend I of faintly brow demure, 

Afliiming a celeftial feraph’s name, 70 

While fhe beneath the blaiphemous pretence 
Of pleafing Parent Heaven, the fiurce aflme ! 

Has wrought more horrors, more detefled deeds. 

Than all the refl comHn’d. Led on by her. 

And wild of head to work her fell defigns, 7 j 

Came idiot Superffition ; round with ear? 

Innumerous lirow’d, ten thoufand monfcilh forms 
With legends ply’d them, and \vith tenets, meant 
To charm or fcare the Ample into flaves. 

And poifon reafon; grofs, fhe fwallows all. 

The mofl: abfurd believing ever mofl* 

^road o’er the whole her univerfa! night. 
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The gloom flill doubling. Ignorance diffus’d* 

Nought to be feen, but Vitoary monks 
To councils ftrollmg, and embroiling creeds ; 

Banditti famts, difturbing diflant lands ; 

And unknown nations, v.andering for a home. 

All lay revers’d : the facrea aits of rule 
Turn’d to fiagiuous leagues againft mankind. 

And arts of plunder more and more avow’d; go 
Pure plain dcv^otion to a folemn farce ; 

To holy dotage virtue, ev’n to guile. 

To murder, and a mockery of oaths ; 

Brave ancient freedom to die rage of ilavcs. 

Proud of their ftate, and fighting for tiicu* cliains ; 95 
Biihonour’d courage to the bravo’s trade. 

To civil broil ; and glory to romance. 

Thus human life unhing’d to ruin reel’d, 

And giddy reafon totter’d on her throne* 

At laft Heaven’s bell inexplicable fcheme, too 
Difclofing, bade new brightening leras fmile. 

The high command gone forth. Arts in my train. 

And azure-mantled Science, fwift we fpread 
A founding pinion. Eager pity, mixt 
With indignation, urg’d her downward flight. 105 
On Latmm frll we floop’d, for dpubtfnl life 
That panted, funk beneath unnumbei’d woes. 

Ah, poor Italia 1 what a bitter cup 
Of vengeance hai^ .bou diain’d ! Goths, Vandals, Huns, 
Lombards, barbarians broke from every land, uo 
How many a rufiian form hall thou beheld \ 

Y/hat horrid jaigons heaid, where rage alone 


Was 
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Was all thy frighted ear could comprehend I 
How frequent by the red inhuman hand, 2 

Yet warm with brother's, hulband’s, father^s blood. 
Haft thou thy matrons and thy virgins feen 
To violation dragg’d, and mingled death ! 

What conflagrations, eartliquakes, ravage, floods. 
Have turn’d thy cities into ftony wilds ; 

And fuccourlefs, and bare, the poor remains 120 
Of wretches forth to nature’s common caft I 
Added to thefe, the ftill continued wafte 
Of inbred foes, that on thy vitals prey. 

And, double tyrants, feize the very foul. 

Where hadft thou treafures for this rapine all ? 1 25 

Thefe hungry myriads, that thy bowels tore. 

Heap’d fade on fack, and bury’d in their rage 
W^onders of art ; whence this grey feene a mine 
Of more than gold becomes and orient gems, 

WHiere Egypt, Greece, and Rome, united glow- 1 50 

Here Sculpture, Painting, Ai chited:ure, bent 
Prom ancient models to reftore their arts. 

Remain’d. A little trace we how they rofe. 

Amid the hoary ruins fculpture firft. 

Deep-digging, from the cm^ern daik and damp, 135 
Their grave for ages, bid her maible race 
Spung to new light. Joy fparkled in her eyes. 

And old lemembrance thrill’d in every thought. 

As ftie the pleafing refur^cjftion faw. 

In leaning fite, refpiring from his toils, 

The well-known hero, who deliver'd Greece, 

Hia ample cheft, all tempefted with force, 


Uncon- 
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Uncoisqaerable rear’d. She fzw the head, 

Bicathing die hero, iinall, of Grecian fize. 

Scarce more exteniive than the £new7 neck ; 

The fpreadsng ihooiders, mufcclar, and broad ; 

The whole a mals of fwelEng finews, touch’d 
Into harmonious ihape ; {he faw, and joy’d. 

The yellow hunter, Meleager, rais’d 

His beauteous front, and through the iinifh’d whole 

Shows what ideas feiil’d of old in Greece. 

Of raging aiped, rulh’d impetuous forth 
The Gladiator. Pkyiefs his look. 

And each keen fmew brac’d, the ilorm of war, 
RuiEing, o’er all his nervous body frowns. 15 j 

The Dying Other from the gloom Ihe drew. 

Supported on Ms fhorten’d arm he leans. 

Prone agonizing; with incumbent fate. 

Heavy declines Ms head ; yet dark beneath 

The fufFering feature fuEen vengeance lowers, i6q 

Shame, indignation, unaccomplifh’d rage. 

And Mil the cheated eye expeds Ms fall. 

All conqueE-EuM’d, fiom proErate Python, came 
The Quiver’d God. In graceful a£l he Hands, 

His arm extended with the flacken’d bow. 165 

Light flows his eafy robe, and fair dilplays 
A manly-foften’d form. The bloom of gods 
Seems youthful o’er the beardlefs cheek to wave. 

His features yet heroic ardour warms ; 

And fweet fubfiding to a native fmile, 1 70 

Mixt with the joy elaiing conqueft gives, 

A fcatter’d frown exalts his matchlels air. 


On 
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On Flora mov’d ; her full-proportion’d limbs 
Rife through the mantle fluttering in the breeze. 

The Queen of Love arofe, as from the deep 175 
She fprungdn ail the melting pomp of charms. 

Bafhfu! fhe bends, her well-taught look afide 
Turns in enchanting gmfe, where dubious mix 
Vain confcious beauty, a difTembled fcnfe 
pf modefl: fhame, and ffippery looks of love. 1 80 
The gazer grows enamour^, and the Hone, 

As if exulting in its conqueH, fmiles. 

So turn’d each limb, fo fweird with foftening art. 

That the deli^ded eye the marble doubts. 

At laft her utmoH maHer-piece ihe fohnd, iSjf 

That Maro fil’d ; the miferable fire. 

Wrapt with his fons m fate’s fevereft gi afp. 

The feipents, twitiing round, tiieir Hringent folds 
Inextiicable tie. Such pafHon here. 

Such agonies, fuch bitternefs of pab, 190 

Seem fo to tremble through the tortur’d Hone, 

That the touch’d heart engrofTes all the view. 

AlmoH unmark’d the beft proportions pafs. 

That ever Greece beheld ; and, feen alone, 

Pn the rapt eyj? th’ impeiious paffions feizc : 195 

The father’s double pangs, both for himfelf 
A.nd fons convuls’d 5 to heaven his rueful look. 
Imploring aid, and half-accufing, caH; 

His fell defpair with indignation mixt. 

As the Hrong-curling mongers from his iide ^oo 
His full-extended fury cannot tear. 

More tender touch’d, with varied art, Hs fons 


All 
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All the foft rage of younger paiSons Ihow* 

In a boy's helplefs fate one finks opprefi'd j 
While, yet unpierc’d, the frighted other tries 205 
His foot to fteal out of the horrid twine. 

She bore no more, but firait from Gothic rufi 
Her chifel clear’d, and dufi and fragments drove 
Impetuous round. Succefiive as it went. 

From fon to fan, with more enlivening touch, 210 
From the brute rock it call’d the breathing form ; 

Till, in a legifiator’s awful grace 
Drefs’d, Buonaroti bid a Mofes rife. 

And, looking love immenfe, a Saviour- God. 

Of thefe obfervant. Painting felt the fire 215 
Burn inwaid. Then epllatic fhe difiiis’d 
The canvas, feiz’d the pallet, with quick hand 
The colours brew’d ; and on the void expanfe 
Her gay creation pour’d, her mimic world, 
poor uas the manner of her eldefi lace, 2ZO 

Barren, and dr/ ; jufi ftrogghng from the tafie. 

That had for ages fear'd m cloyfiers dim 
The fuperlHtious herd : yet glorious tlien 
Were deem’d their works 5 where undevelop’d lay 
The futme wonders that enrich’d mankind, 225 

And a new hght and grace o’er Europe cafi. 

Arts gradual gather fiieams* Eidarging this 
To each his portion of her various gifts 
The Goddefs dealt, to none indulging all ; 

not to Raphael. At kind diftance fiill 
Ferfedion fiands, Xike happinefs, to tempt 
Th’ eternal chac^. In elegant defign 


Improving 
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Improving nature j in ideas fair. 

Or great, extracted from the fine antique ; 

In attitude, exprefiion, airs divine;. 255 

Her fons of Rome and Florence bore the prize* 

To thofe of Venice Ihe the magic art 
Of colours melting into colours gave. 

Theirs too it was by one embracing mafs 

Of light and fhade that fettles round the whole, 240 

Or varies tremulous from part to part. 

O’er all a binding harmony to throw. 

To raife the pidlure, and repofe the fight* 

The Lombard fchool fucceeding, mingled both. 

Meantime dread fanes, and palaces, around, 245 
Rear’d the magnific front. Mufic again 
Her umverfal language of the heart 
Renew’d ; and, rifing from the plaintive vale. 

To the full concert fpread, and folemn quire- 
Ev’n bigots fmiFd ; to their protedion took 250 
Arts not their own, and from them borrow’d pomp : 
For in a tyrant’s garden thefe a wMe 
May bloom, though freedom be their parent foil. 

And now confefi, with gently-growing gleam, 254 
The morning ftione, and wefiward fiream’d its light. 
The Mufe awoke. Not Iboner on the wing 
Is the gay bird of dawn. Artlefs her voice* 
tJnt§.ught and wild, yet warbHng thrtmgh the woo<fe 
Romantic lays. But as her northern courfe 
She, with her tutor Soience, in My train, atio 

Ardent purfu’d, her firains more noble grew : 

While reafon drew tie plan, tibe heart ibform’d 

Thfii 
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The moral page, and fancy lent it grace. 

Rome and her circling deferts call behind, 

I pafs*d not idle to my great fojouin. 265 

On Amo’s ferule plain, where the rich vine 
Luxuriant o^er Etrurian mountains roves. 

Safe in the lap repos’d of private blifs, 

I finail republics rais’d. Thrice happy they ! 

Had Ibcial freedom bound their peace, and arts, z^o 
Infiead of ruling power, ne’er meant for them. 
Employ’d their little cares, and fav’d their fate. 

Beyond the I'ugged Apennines, that roll 
Far through Italian bounds tlicir wavy tops. 

My path too J vdth public blelTings Urow’d ; 275 

Free Hates and cities, where the Lombaid plain. 

In fpite of culture negligent and grofs. 

From her .deep bofom pours unbidden joys. 

And green o’er all the land a garden fpreads. 

The barren rocks thcmfekes beneath My Foot 2 So 
Relenting bloom’d on the Ligiinan Ihoie. 
Thick-fwarming people theie, like emmets, feiz’d 
Amid farrounding cliffs, the fcatter’d fpots. 

Which nature left in her defcroying rage. 

Made their own felds, nor ligli’d foi other lands. 2^^' 
There, in %vMte profpetfl, from the’ rocky hill. 

Gradual defcending to the fheltcr’d iliore. 

By Me proud Genoa’s marble turrets rofe. 

And while My genuine fpint warm’d her fonsy 
Beneath her Dorian, cot unworthy, flie z^o 

Vy’d for the trident of the norrow feas. 

Ere Britain yet bad opened all the main. 

Nor 
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Nor be the then triumphant Hate forgot ; 

Where, pufh’d from plunder’d earth, a remnant ftill, 
Infpir’d by Me, through the dark ages kept 295 
Of My old Roman Same fome fparks alive : 

The feeming god-built city I which My hand 
Deep in the bofom fix’d of wondering feas. 

Afionilh’d mortals fail’d, with pleafing awe. 

Around the fea-girt walls, by Neptune fenc’d, 300 
And down the briny iireet ; where on each hand> 
Amazing feen amid unfiable waves. 

The fplendid palace Ibines ; and rifing ddes. 

The green fieps marking, murmur at the door* 

To this fair queen of Adria’s Hormy gulf, 305 

The mart ofj nations I long, obedient leas 
Roll’d all the treafure of the radiant Eali: ; 

But now no more. Than one great tyrant worfe 
(Whofe {har’d oppreSoa lightens, as disus’d) 

Each fubje^ tearing, many tyrants rofe. 51-0 

The leaH the proudefi. Join’d in dark cabal,^ 

They jealous, watchful, fiieiit, andfevere, 

Cafi: o’er the whole indiiToluNe chains : 

The fofter fhackles of luxurious eale 

They likewife added, to fecure their {way* 313 

Thus Venice jfainter {bines 5 and commense tins. 

Of toil impatient, ikgs the drooj^g lail. 

BuriHng, befides, his ancient boun^, he ^ook 
A larger circle 5 found anothca* fiat. 

Opening a thoufand ports, and, charm’d with 320 
Whom nothing can <£&iiay, fax other £?n$* 

The mounts then,* dad whh eternal feow. 
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Confefs^d My power. Deep as the lampant rocks. 

By nature tlirown infuperable lound, 

I planted there a league of friendly flates, 395 

And bade plain freedom their ambition be. 

There in the vale, where rural plenty fills, 

From lakes, and meads, and furrow’d fields, her horn. 
Chief, where tlie Leman pure emits the Rhone, 

Bare to be feen i unguilty cities nfe, 330 

Cities of brothers form’d : while equal life. 

Accorded gracious with revolving power, 

Maintains them free ; and, iii their happy flreets. 

Nor crud deed nor mdery is known. 

For valour, faith, and innocence of life* 33 j 

Renown’d* a rough laborious people, there. 

Not only give the dreadful Alps to fmiie. 

And prefs their culture on retiring fnows $ 

But, to firm order trmn’d and patient war. 

They likewife kno\v, beyond the nerve remiis ^40 

Of mercenary force, how to defend 

The taileful little tlieir haid toil has earn’d, 

And tlie pioud arm of Bourbon to defy. 

Ev’n, chear’d by Me, their feaggy mountains charm. 
More than or Gallic or Italian plains 5 34^ 

And Bckening fancy oft, when abfent long, 

Fines to behold their Alpine views again ; 

The holiow^winding fbeam : the vale, fair fpread. 
Amid an amphitheatre of hills 5 34^ 

Whence, vapourMwbg’d, the fudden tempeft fprings : 
From tep to ikep afccnding, the gay train 
iOf fogs, thick-roU’dinto romantic Stapes ; 

The 
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The flitting cloud, againfl: the fummit dafli’d j 
And, by the fun illumin’d, pouring bright 
A gemmy Ihower : hung o’er amazmg rocksj 355 
The mountain afli, and folemn-founding pine : 

‘ The foow-fed torrenti in white mazes toil, 

Down to the clear ethereal lake below : 

And^ high o’er-topping all the bxoken fcene. 

The mountain fading into iky 5 where ihines 36© 
On winter winter ihivering, and whofe top 
Licks fiom their cloudy magazine the fnows. 

Fiom thefe defcending, as I wav’d My courie 
O’er vail Germania, the ferocious nurfe . 

Ofhaidy men and hearts affronting death, 365 

I gave feme favoui’d cities there to hft 
A nobler brow, and through their fwarming flreets. 
More bufy, wealthy, cheerful, and alive. 

In each contented face to look my fouL 
Thence the loud Baltic paffmg, black with ilorm. 

To wintery Scandinavia’s utmofl: bound ; 

There, I the manly race, the parent-hive 

Of the mix’d kingdoms, form’d into a ffate 

More regularly free. By keener air 

Their genius purg’d, and temper’d hard by froff, 37$ 

Tempeil and toil their nerves, the fons of thofe 

Whofe only terror was a bioodiefs death. 

They wife, and daimtlds. Ml Mam my caufe* 

Yet there I fix’d not. Turning to die fouth. 

The whifpering zephyrs ffgh’d at my delay. 380 
Here, with the fliifted vilion, burft my joy* 

** O the dear profpet£l I O majeftic vkw I 
VoL. LV. G See 
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See Britain's empire I lo 1 the watery vail 
** Wide-^waves, diffuiing the cerulean plain. 

And now, methinks, like clouds at diftance feen. 
Emerging white from deeps of aether, dawn 
My kindred cliffs ; whence, wafted in the gale> 
Ineffable, a fecret fweetnefs breathes. 

Goddefs, forgave !-»-My heart, furpris^d, overflows 
** With filial fondnefs for the land you blefs,** 390 
As parents to a child complacent deign 
Approvance, the Celefiial Brightnefs fmiPd ; 

Then thus : As o’er the wave-refounding deep,' 

To my near reign, the happy ifle, I fleer’d 

With eafy wing ; behold I from furge to furge, 395 

Stalk’d the tremendous Genius of the Deep. 

Around him clouds, in mingled tempeft, hung ; 
Thick*flafhing meteors crown’d his flarry head ; 

And ready thunder redden’d in his hand. 

Or from it flream’d compreil the gloomy cloud. 400 
Where-e’er he look’d, the trembling waves recoil’d. 
He needs but flnke the confcious flood, and ihook 
From fhore to fliore, in agitation dire. 

It works his dreadM will. To Me his voice 
(Like that hoarfe blafl that round the cavern howls, 
Mixt with the murmurs of the falling main) 

Addrefs’d, began-^By fate commiflion’d, go. 

My SiHer-Goddefs- now, to yon bleft HJe, 

** Henceforth the partner of my rou^ domain, 

** An my dread walks to Britons open lie. 410 

Thofe that refulgent, or tvith rofy morn, 

** Or yellow evemng, flame 5 thofe that, profufe 

Drunk 
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Drunk by equator-funs, feverely fhine ; 

Or thofe that, to the poles approaching, rife 
** In billows rolling into Alps of ice* 41 5 

Ev’n yet untouch’d by daring keel, be thdrs 
The vaft Pacific 5 that on other worlds. 

Their future conquefi:, rolls refoundlng tides. 

Long I maintain’d inviolate my retgn ; 

Nor Alexanders me, nor C^[slts brav’d* 420 

** Still, in the crook of Ihore, the coward fail 

Till now low-crept 5 and peddling commerce ply’d 
Between near-joining lands* For Britons, chiefi 
It was referv’d, with llar-dircdted prow> 

To dare tlie middle-deep, and drive alTur’d 425' 
** To diftant nations through the pathkfs maiui 
Chief, for their fearlefs hearts the glory waits. 

Long months from land, while the black fiormy night 
Ai ound them rages, on the groaning mafi: 

With unfliook knee to know their giddy way j 430 
To lings unqueiPd^ amid the lalhing wave; 

'' To laugh at danger* Theirs the triumph be. 

By deep invention’s keen pervading eye. 

The heart of courage, and the hand of toil, 

** Each conquer’d ocean Uliining with their blood, ^43 ; 
** Inllsad of treafure rc^b’d by ruffian i^ar, 

** Round focial earth to drtle fair e:echange, 

And bind the nations in a gdden diain. 

To tliefe I honour’d fioop. to light, 

A race of iD^n behold ! whofe daring deeds 44b 
Will in renown exalt my namelefs |dains 
O’er thofe of faMing earth, as heris to mms 

O 2 ** In 
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In terror yield. Nay, could my favage heart 
Such glories check, their unfubmitting foul 
** Would all my fury brave, my tempeil: climb, 445 
And might in fpite of me my kingdom force.” 

Plere, waiting no reply, the fhadowy power 
Eas’d the dark iky, and to the deeps return’d : 

While the loud thunder rattling from his hand, 
Auipicious, Ihook opponent Gallia’s ihore. 450 

Of this encounter glad. My way to land 
I ^uick purfued, that from the fouling fea 
Receiv’d Me joyous. Loud acclaims were heard ; 

And mulic, more than mortal, warbling, fill’d 
With pleas’d aftomfoment the labouring hind, ^55 
Who for a while th’ unfiniih’d furrow left. 

And let the liftening Hear forget his toil. 

Unfeen by grofiTcr eye, Britannia bieath’d. 

And her aerial train, thefe founds of joy. 

Full of old time, fince firfi: the rufoing flood, 460 
Urg’d by almighty power, this favour’d ifle 
Turn’d flafoing from the continent aflde. 

Indented ihore to Ihore refponfive ftill. 

Its guardian She — ^The Goddefs, whofe flaid eye 
Beams the dark azure of the doubtful dawn. 465 
Her trellcs, like a flood of foften’d light. 

Through clouds imbrown’d, in waving ciixles play. 
Warm on her efi^ek fits beauty’s brigbtefi: rofe. 

Of high demeanour, fiately, iheddmg grace 

With every motion. Full her rifing cheJl 5 470 

And new ideas, from her finiih’d foape. 

Charm’d fculptare taking might improve her art. 

Such 
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Such the fair guardian of an ifle that boaHs, 
Profufe as vernal blooms, the faireU dames. 
High-lhming on the promontory’s brow. 
Awaiting Me, fhe llood ; with hope inflamM, 
By my mixt fpirit burning in her fons. 

To firm, to polifh, and exalt the Hate. 

The Native Genii, round her, radiant fmil’d. 
Courage, of foft deportment, aiped calm, 
UnboafHng, fuffering long> and, till provok’d. 
As mild and harmlefs as the {porting child ; 

But, on jufl reafon, once his fury rous’d. 

No lion fprings more eager to his prey : 

Blood is a paftime ; and his heart, elate. 

Knows no deprefling fear. That Virtue known 
By the relenting look, whofe equal heart 
For others feels, as for another felf : 

Of various name, as various objects wake. 
Warm into adlion, the kind fenfe withm : 
Whether the blamelefs poor, the nobly maim’d. 
The loft to reafon, the declin’d m life. 

The helplefs young that kifs no mother’s hand. 
And the grey fecond infancy of age. 

She gives in public families to live, 

A fight to gladden Heaven i whether ibe ftands 
Fair beckoning at the hofpitabie gate. 

And bids the ftranger take repofe and joy t 
Whether, to folace honeft labour, ihe 
l^ejdces thofe that make the land ? 

Or whether to philofophy, and aits, < 

(At once die bags and the gnife’d pride 
G 3 
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Of government and life) fhe fpreads her hand ; 

Nor knows her gift profofe, nor feems to know. 
Doubling her bourxty, that flie gives at ail. 505 

JufBce to thefe her awful prefe p:: join’d, 

Tne mcther of the iiate I Ko low revenge. 

No turbid paiTions in her breajd feiment ; 

Tender, ferene, compaffionate of vice, 

As the lall woe that can afliid mankind. 5 iq 

She puniihment awards , yet of the good 
More piteous IHU, and of the fulFenng whole. 

Awards it firm. So fair her juft decree. 

That, in his judging peers, each on himfelf 
Pronounces his own doom. O, happy land I 515 
Where reigns alone this juftice of the free ! 

^Mid the bright groupe Sincerity his front, 

DifFufive, rear’d ; his pure untroubled eye 
The fount of truth. The Thoughtful Power, apart. 
Now, penfive, caft on earth his fix’d regard, 570 
Now, touch’d celeftial, launch’d it on the fty. 

The Genius He whence Britain fhd^es fupreine. 

The land of light, and recHtude of mind. 

He too the fire of fancy feeds intenfe, 

Witli all the train of paftions thence deriv’d ; 525 

Not kindling quick, a noify tranlient blaze. 

But giadual, filent, lalHng, and profound. 

Near him Retirement, pointing to the fhade, 

And Independence ftood . the generous pair. 

That iimp‘e life, the quiet^whifpering grove, 530 
And the ilill raptures of the free-born foul 
To cates prefer by virtue bought, not earn’d. 
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Proudly prefer them to the fervile pomp^ 

And to the heart-embitter’d joys of flaves. 

Or fliodd tlie latter, to the public fcene 535 

Demanded, quit his fylvan friend a while ; 

Nought can his firmtiefs lhake, nothing feduce 
His zeal, ftill adive for the common-weal ; 

Nor liormy tyrants, nor corruption’s tools. 

Foul minifters, dark-working by the force 54,0 

OfYecret-fapping gold. All their vile arcs. 

Their Ihameful honours, their perj&dious gifts. 

He greatly fcorns ; and, if he muft betray 
His plunder’d country, or his power refign, 

A moment’s parley were eternal fljame : 5^5 

llluftrious into private life again. 

From dirty levees he unftmn’d afcends. 

And firm in fenates Hands the patriot’s ground. 

Or draws new vigour in the peaceful fhade. 

Aloof the Balhful Virtue hover’d coy, 
proving by fiveet diHruft difixuHed worth- 
Rough Labour clos’d the train : and in his hand 
Rude, callous, linew-fwell’d, and black with toil. 
Came manly Indignation. Sour he feems. 

And more than feems, by lawful pride avail’d t Sff 
Yet kind at heart, and juH, and generous, there 
No vengeance lurks, m pale ^^dious gall ; 

Ev’n in the very luxury of rage. 

He foftening can H>rgive a galtent foe ; 

The nerve, fuppm't, and glory of landj 
Nor be Religion, mtional and free, 

JJere p|fs’4 iu filence ; wkrfe cauaptur^d eye 

i?4 ^ 
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Sees heaven with earth conne^fled, human things 
LinkM to dmne : who not from ferviie fear. 

By rites for fome weak tyiant inceiife £t, 565 

The God of Love adores, but from a heart 
EiFufmg gladnefs, into pleafing awe 
That now aftoniflrM fweJls, now in a calm 
Of fearlefs confidence that fmiles fcrene ; 

That h\es devotion, one cortinual hymn, 570 

And then mofi: giateful, when Heaven’s bounty moil: 

Is right enjoy’d. This ever-chearfai power 
O’er the rais’d circle ray’d fuperior day. 

I joy’d to Join the Virtues whence my reign 
O’er Albion was to rife. Each chearing each, 57^ 
And, like the chclmg pUncts from the fun,, 

AH borrowing beams from Me, a heighten'd zeal 
Impatient fir’d us to commence our tods. 

Or pleafures rather. Long the pungent time 
Pafs’d not in mutual hails ; but, thiough the land 580 
Darting our light, we fhone the fogs away. 

The Virtues conquer with a fingle look. 

Such grace, fucb beauty, fuch victorious light. 

Live in their prefeiicc, dream in every glance. 

That the foul won, enamour’d, and refin’d, 585 
Grown their own image, puie ethereal fiame. 

Hence the fool Demons, that oppofe our reign. 

Would Ml fiom us deluded mortals wrap; 

Or in grofs (hades they drown the vifual ray. 

Or by the fogs of prejudice, where mix 590 

Falfehood and truth confounded, foil the fenfe 
With vain r?fra£led images of bhfst 

But 
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But chief around the court of flatter’d kings 
The/ roll the du&y rampait^ wall o’er wall 
Of darknefs pile, and witli their thickefl: lhade 595 
Secure the thsone. No favage Alp, tlie den 
Of wolves, and bears, and monflrous things obfeene. 
That vex the fwain, and wafle the country round, 
Proteded lies beneath a deeper cloud. 

Yet there we fometimes lend a feaiching ray. 600 
As, at the facred opening of the morn, ♦ 

The prowling race retiie; fo, pierc’d fevere. 

Before our potent blaze thefe Demons fly. 

And all theii woiks diflblve. — The whifperM tale. 
That, like the fabling Nile^ no fountain knows. 605 
Fair-fac’d Deceit, wliofe wily confeioas eye 
Ne’er looks dired. The tongue that licks the daft. 
But, when it fafely dares, as prompt fo fting : 

Smooth crocodile deftrudlon, whofe fell tears 
Enfnare." The Janus face of courtly pride ; 610 

One to fuperiors heaves fubmiflive eyes. 

On haplcfs worth tlic other fouls difdain. 

Checks that for fome weak tendemefs, alone. 

Some virtuous flip, can wear a blulh* The laugh 
Prophane, when midnight bowls difdofe the heart,^##5^ 
At ftarving virtue, and at virtue’s fools. 

Dett rmin'd to be broke, the plighted faith t 
Nay more, the^godkfi oath, that knows no ties* 
Sofi:-bnzzu^ flander ; filky moths, Aaf eat 
An hone ft name* I’he harpy hand, and maw, 

Of avaricjoas Luxury ; who makes 
I’lie throne his flicker, venal laws his fort. 


A^, 
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And, by his femce, who betrays Ids king. 

Now turn your view, and mark hrom Celtic night 
To prefetit grandeor bow my Bntain rofe. 625 

Bold were thofe Britons, who, the carelefs Tons 
Of nature, roam’d the foreft-bonnds, at once 
Tlieir verdant city, Hgh-embowering fane. 

And the gay circle of their wood-land wars : 
por by the Droid taught, that death but Ihifts 630 
The vital fcene, they that prime fear defpis’d 5 
And, prone to rafli on fieel, difdain’d to ^are 
An ill-fav’d life that muft again return. 

Erc£l from nature’s hand, by tyrant force. 

And Ibll more tyrant cuSom, nnfobdued, 633 

Man knows no mailer five creating Heaven, 

Or fuch a^ chcace and common good ordain. 

This general fenfc, wfth which the nations I 
Promifcuous fire, in Britons bnm’d intenfe. 

Of future times piophetic. Witnefs, Rome, 640 
Who faw’fi: thy Csefar, from the naked land. 

Whole only fort was Britsih hearts, repePd, 

To feek Pharfalian wreaths. Witnefs, the toil. 

The blood of ages, boothfs to fecure. 

Beneath an empire’s yoke, a ftid>born ifle, 645 

Diipuicd hard, and never quite fubdued. 

The north remain’d unsouch’d, where thofe who fcorn’d 
To iloqp, retir’d ; and, to their keen effort 
yielding at laft, recoil’d the Roman power, 
fn vain, unable to fafiain the ihocfc* 650 

From fea to fea delponding legmns rais’d 
The wall immenfe, and yet, on fiimmer’s eve, 


While 
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While fport his lambkins round, the lliepherd’s gaze. 
Continual o’er it burU the northern ftorm. 

As often, check’d, receded ; threatening hoarie 655 

A fwift return. But the devouring flood 

No more endur’d control, when, to fupport 

The laft lemains of empire, was recall’d 

The weary Roman, and the Briton lay 

Unnerv’d, exhaufled, fpiritlefs, and funk. 660 

Great proof ! how men enfeeble into flaves. 

The fword behind him flafh’d ; before him roar’d. 
Deaf to his woes, the deep. Forlorn, around 
He roll’d his eye, not fparkkng ardent flame. 

As when Carailacus to battle led 665 

Silurian fwains, and Boadicea taught 
Her raging troops the miferies of flaves. 

Then (fad relief >) from the bfeak coafl, that hears 
The German ocean roar, deep-bloomit^, flrong. 

And yelloW'hair’d, the blue-ey’d Saxon came. 670 
He came implor’d, but came with other aim 
Than to protedl. For conquefl: and defence 
Suffices the fame arm. With the fierce race 
Pour’d in a frelh invigorating flream ; 

Blood, where unquell’d a mightyi|arit ^5 

Raffi war, and perilous battle, their delight ; 

And immature, and red with glorious wounds 
Unpeacefui death their choice s deriving thence 
A right to feail, and drain immortal bowls 
In Odin’s hall | whofe blazing roof refounds 
The genial uproar of thofe fhades> who fall 
|n defperate fight, or by fome brave attempt t 

An4 
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And though more polifti’d times the martial creed 
Difowu, yet Ml the fearlefs habit lives. 

Nor were the furly gifts of war their all, 

Wiidom was hfeevvife theirs, indulgent laws. 

The calm gradations of art-nuiiing peace. 

And matchlefs orders, the deep bahs MU 
On winch afcends my Britifh Reign. Untam’d 
To the refining fubdeties of flaves, 690 

They brought an happy government along ; 

Form’d by that freedom, which, with fecret t'oice. 
Impartial nature teaches all her fons. 

And which of old through the whole Scytliian mafs 
I lirong infpir'd- Monarcaical tlieir Hate, 695 

But pr jJently confi.i’d, and nnagicd wife 
Of each iiarmonious power : only^ too much 
Imperious w^ar uito tiniir rule infus’d. 

Prevail’d their genejai-k ng, and chieftain-thanes. 

In many a field, by dvu faiy Ham’d, 70Q 

Bled the oifeordant heptarchy ; and long 
(Educing good from ill) tUe battle groan’d ; 

Ere, blood-cemented, Ang\O^Saj*ons faw 
Egbert and r'cace on one mated tmone. 

jN'o Iboner dawn’d the fair difcloilng calm 705 
Of brighter days, when, io ! the north anew. 

With llormy nauoas black, on England pour’d 
Woes the feveiett e’er a people leit. 

The Damih Raven, lur’d by annual prey, 

Upig o tiie land iiiceffant. Fleet on fiieet 7it^ 
Of barbarous pirates uaremitdng tore 
The miierdble coail. Belore them Halk’d, 


Far 
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Far fcexi, the demon of devouring flame ; 

Rapine, and murder, all with blood befmear’d. 

Without or ear, or eye, or feeling heart ; 715 

While dofe behind them march’d the fallow power 
Of defolating famine, who delights 
In grafs-grown cities, and in defert fields ; 

And purpie-fpotted peliileiice, by whom 

Ev’n friendfhip fear’d, in fickening horror finks 720 

Each fociai fenie and tendemefs of life. 

Fixmg at lafl, the fangukary race 

Spread, from the Humber’s loud-refoundmg fiiore. 

To wheie the Thames devolves his gentle maae. 

And with faperior arm the Saxon aw d. 7:25 

But fuperflition firfl, and monkifli dreams. 

And monk-dire&d do)fler-leekkg kings. 

Had ate away his vigour, ate away 
His edge of courage, and deprefs’d the foul 
Of conquering freedom, wMch he once reipir’d. 750 
Thus cruel ages pafs’d ; and rare appear’d 
White-mantled peace, exulting o’er the vale. 

As when, with Alfred, from die wilds Ihe came 
To polic’d cities and protected plains 
Thus by degrees the Saxon empire fiinfc, 7^5 

Then fet entire in Haflings bloody field. 

Compendious war ! (on Brink’s glory bent. 

So fate ordain’d) k that ^dfive day. 

The haughty Norman fm’d at om& an ifle. 

For which, through many a century^ k 
The Roman, Saxon, Dane, bad t^*d aad Mc 4 . 

Of Gothic mdons thus the final bmril i 
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And, mix^d the genius of thefe people 
Thefe virtues mix’d in one exalted ilream. 

Here the ikh tide of Enghfh blood grew full* 

Awhile my ipirit flept ; the land a while* 

AfiHghted, droop’d beneath defpotic rage, 

Inilead of Edward’s equal gentle laws. 

The furious vi£lor’s pardai will prevail’d. 

All profhate lay 5 ,and, in the fecret fhade, 750 

Deep-ftung, but fearful, Indignation gnafh’d 
His teeth. Of freedom, property, delpoil’d. 

And of their bulwark, arms ; with cables crulh’d. 
With ruffians quarter’d o’er the bridled land ; 

The fhivering wretches, at the curfew found, 

Dejeded Ibrunk into tiieir fordid beds, 

And, through the mournful gloom, of ancient times 
Mus’d fad, or dreamt of better. Ev’n to feed 
A tyrant’s idle iport the peafant fiarv’d ; 

To the wild herd, the pailurc of the tame, 760 

The chearful hamlet, ipiry town, was given. 

And the brown forcil roughen’d wide around. 

But this fo dead, fo vile fubmiffion, long 
Endur’d not. Gathering force. My gradual flame 
Shook oW the mountain of tyrannic fway. 765 

Unus’d to bend, impatient of control, 

Tyrants themfelves the common tyrant check’d*t 
The church, by kings intractable and fierce, 

Beny’d her portion»of the plunder’d flate. 

Or tempted, by the timorous and weak, 770 

To gain new ground, firft taught their rapine law, 
l1ie bjmms next a nobler league began. 


Both 
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Both thofe of Englifh and of Norman race. 

In one fraternal nation blended now. 

The nation of the free I prefs’d by a band 775 ^ 

Of patriots, ardent as the fammer’a noon 
That looks delighted on, the tyrant fee • 

Mark ! how with feignM alacrity he bears 
His Urong reludlance down, his dark revengei 
And gives the Charter, by which life indeed 780 
Becomes of price, a glory to he man, 

Thiough this and riirongh facceeding reigns aiHrm’d 
Thefe long conteHed rights, the wholefome winds 
Of oppofidon hence began to Mow, 

And often fince have lent the country life, 785 

Before theii breath cort^ption^s iirfe£l-blights. 

The darkening clouds of evil counfel, fly j 
Or, fhould they founding Iwell, a putrid court, 

A peHilential minifoy, they purge. 

And ventilated Hates renew their bloom, 79# 

Though with the temper’d monarchy here mix’d 
Ariftocratic Iway, the people Hifl, 

Flatter d bv this or that, as iutereH lean’d. 

No full perfe£Hon knew. For Me referv’d. 

And for my commons, vm that glorious 795 

They crown’d my fkH aO;empt, in fesatcs r^. 

The fort of freedom I Sow tai thmi, ^oue,' 

Had work’d that general liberty, that^. 

Which generous nature breariies^ and which,%hett foft 
By Me to bondage was Rome, 

I through the noithem mtbns w^de di^y. 

Hence many a people, fim'ce ru&y 
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From the rude iron re^ons of the noi th^ 

To Libyan deferts fwaim protruding fwarm. 

And pour’d new fpirit through a flavifh world. ^05 
Yet, o’er thefe Gothic dates, the king and chiefs 
Retain’d the high prerogative of war. 

And with enormous property engiofs’d 

The mingled power. But on Butannia’s Ihore 

Now prefent, I to raife My leign began 810 

By raifing the democracy, the third 

And broaded bulwark of the guarded date. 

Then was the full, the perfect plan difclos’d 
Of Britain’s matchlefs conditution, mixt 
Of mutual checking and fupporting powers, 815 
King, Lords, and Commons 5 nor the name of free 
Deferving, wliile the vadaLmany dioop’d : 

For lince the moment of the whole they form. 

So, as deprefs’d or rais’d, the balance they 
Of public welfare and of gloi y cad. 

Mark from thb penod the continual proof. 

When kings of narrow genius, minion-nd, 
Negie£Hng faithful worth for fawning daves j 
Proudly regardlefe of their people’s plaints. 

And poorly pallive of infuiting foes ; 

Double, not prudent, obiijnate, not firm. 

Their mercy fear, neceffity their faith j 
Inftead of generous fire, prefumptuous, hot, 

Ji^fh to refolvc, and dothful to perform ; 

Tyrants at once and daves, imperious, mean. 

To want rapacious joining lhamefal wade 5. 

By counfeis weak and wicked, eafy rous’d 
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To paltry fchemes of abfolute command. 

To fcek their fplendor in their fore difgrace, 

iind in a broken ruin’d people wealth ; S3 5 

When fuch o’ercafl the Hate, no bond of love. 

No heart, no foul, no unity, no nerve. 

Combin’d the loofe disjointed public, ioH 
To fame abroad, to happinefs at home. 

But when an Edward and an Henry breath’d 840 
Through the charm’d whole one all-exerting foul : 
Drawn fympathetic from his dark retreat. 

When wide-attraded merit round them glow’d : 

When counfels juil, extenfive, generous, firm. 

Amid the maze of fiate, determin’d kept S45 

Some ruling point an view ; when, .on the fiock 
Of public good and glory grafted, fpread 
Then palms, their laurels ; or, if thence they ftray’d. 
Swift to return, and patient of reftraint ; 

When regal Hate, pre-eminence of place, S50 

They fcorn’d to deem pre .eminence of eafe. 

To be luxurious drones, that only rob 
The bufy hive : as in diftindion, power, 

Indulgence, honour, and advantage, firfi j 
When they too claim’d in virtue, dmiger, Bfj 

Superior rank ; with equal hand, prqpar ’4 
To gu^rd the fubjed, and to qu«U the f«^ s 
. When fuch with Me their vital influence feed. 

No mutter’d grievance, hopelefi figh, was heard ^ 

No foul diftruft thrc»igh wary fena^s ran, ^ . 

Confin’d their bounty, mA ^dqur ^a^ch’d : 

On aid, unquefliotfd,^ BJberal 

Yol. LV, H 
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Safe in their conduct, by their valour fir’d. 

Fond where they led vidlorious armies rufii’d ; 

And Crefiy, Poitiers, Agincourt proclaim 
What kings fupported by almighty love. 

And people fir’d with liberty, can do. 

Be veil’d the favage reigns, when kindred rage 
The numerous once Plantagenets devour’d, 

A race to vengeance vow’d I and when, opprefs’d 870 
By private feuds, almoft extmguiih’d lay 
My quivering flame. But, in the next, behold ! 

A cautious tyrant lend it oil anew. 

Prond^ dark, fufpicious, brooding o’er his gold. 

As how to fix his throne he jealous call 875 

His crafty views around ; pierc’d with a ray. 

Which on his timid mind I darted full. 

He mark’d the barons of exceffive fway. 

At pleafuro making and unmaking kings 5 
And hence^ to crulh thefe petty tyrants, plann’d SBo 
A law, that let them, by the filent wafle 
Of luxury, their landed wealth diifufe. 

And with that wealth their implicated power. 

By foft degrees a mighty change enfued, 

Ev’n working to this day. With flreams, deduc’d 885 
From thefe diminifh’d floods, the country fmil’d. 

As when impetuous from the fnow-heaJp’d Alps, 

To vernal funs relendng, pours the Rhine ; 

While undivided, oft, with wafteful fweep. 

He foams along ; but, through Batavian meads, 89a 
Branch’d into fair canals, indulgent flows ; 

Waters a thoufand fields ; and cuitme, trade. 
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Tov^ns, meadows, gliding Ihips, and villas mix’d, 

A rich, a wondrous landikip nfes round. 

His furious fon the foul-enflaving chain, 89^^ 

Which many a doating venerable age 
Had link by hnk ftrong- twilled round the land. 

Shook off. No longer could be borne a power ; 

From Heaven pretended, to deceive, to void 
Each folemn tie, to plunder without bounds, 900 
To curb the generous foul, to fool mankind ; 

And, wild at lafl, to plunge into a fea 
Of blood, and horror. The returning light. 

That firH through Wickliff ilreak’d the pneftly gloom. 
Now bujft in open day. Bar’d to the blaze, 905 
Forth from the haunts of fuperllition crawl’d 
Her motly fons, fantailic figures aUj 
And, wide^difpers’d, their ufelefs fetid wealth 
In graceful labour bloom’d, and fhiits of peace. 

Trade, join’d to thefe, on every fea display’d 916 
A daring canvafs, pour’d with every tide 
A golden flood. From other worlds were roll’d 
The guilty glittering floras, whofe fatal charms. 

By the plain Indian happily defpis’d. 

Yet work’d his woe ; and to the biifsful groves, 91 j 
Where nature liv’d herfelf among her fons. 

And innocence and joy for ever dwelt. 

Drew rage unknown to Pagan dimes before, 

The worfl the zeal>-inflam’d barbarian drew. 

Be no fuch horrid commerce, Britain, tjiine! 920 
But want for want, with mutual aid, ftpply. 

The commons thus enrich’d, and powerful grown, 

H z Againfl; 
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Againft llis baions weigh’d. Eliza then. 

Amid thefe doubtful motions, fteady, gave 
The beam to fix. She 1 like the Secret Eye 
That never clofes on a guarded world. 

So fought, fo mark’d, fo feiz’d the public good. 
That felf-fupported, without one ally. 

She aw’d her inward, quell’d her circling foes. 
Infplr’d by Me, beneath her ftieltering arm. 

In fpite of raging um^erfal fn-vay^ 

And raging feas repreE’d, the Belgic Hates, 

My bulwark on the condnent, arofe. 

Matchlefs in all the fpirit of her days ! 

With confidence, unbounded, fearlefs love 
Elate, her fervent people waited gay, 

Chearful demanded the long threaten’d fleet. 
And dafh’d the pride of Spam around their ifle. 
Nor ceas’d the Bntiih thunder here to rage ; 

Trhe deep, reclaim’d, obey’d its awful call 5 
In fire and fmoke Iberian ports involv’d. 

The trembling foe ev’n to the centre ftiook 
Of their nevv-conquer’d world, and fkulking ftole 
By veering winds their Indian treafure home. 
Meantime, peace, plenty, juftice, fcience, arts. 
With fofter laurels crown’d her happy reign. 

As yet uncirctimfcnb’d the regal power. 

And wild and vague Prerogative remain’d, 

A wide voracious gulf, where fwallow’d oft 
The helplefs fubjeiit lay. This to reduce 
To the jufl: limit was My great effort. 

By means, that evil feem to narrow man. 
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Superior beings woik their m3^fiic will ; 

Fiom ftorm and trouble thus a fettled calm. 

At laft, efFulgent, o’er Britannia fmiPd. 955 

The gathering tempeft, Heaven-commiilion’d, came. 
Came in the prince, who, drunk with flattery, dreamt 
His vain paciflc counfels rul’d the world 5 
Though fcorn’d abroad, bewilder’d in a maze 
Of fiuitlefs treaties ; wh.Ie at home enflav’d, 960 
And* by a worthlefs crew infatiate diaan’d> 

He loft his people’s confidence and love : 

Irreparable lofs ! whence crowns become 
An anxious burden. Years inglorious pafs’d : 
Triumphant Spain the vengeful draught enjoy’d : 965 
Abandon’d Frederick pin’d, and Raleigh bled. 

But nothing th?it to thefe internal broils. 

That rancour, he began ; while lawlefs fway 
He, with his flavifh doctors, try’d to rear 
On metaphyfic, on enchanted ground, 970 

And all the mazy quibbles of the fchools : 

As if for one, and fometimes for the worft. 

Heaven had mankind in vengeance only made. 

Vain the pietence ! not fo the dire efle< 5 l. 

The fierce, die foohlh difcbrd thence deriv’d, 975 
That tears the cpuqtry ftill, by party-rage 
And miniftariai clamour kept alive. 

In action weak, and for the wordy war 
Beit fitted, faint this prince purfued his claim s 
Content to teach the fubje< 9 i:-herd, how great^ 

{low facred he ! how defpicabfe they ! 

But bis unyielding &n thefe dodrines 4 rank| 

H3 With 
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With all a bigot’s rage (who never damps 
By reafoning his fire ) ; and what they taught 
Warm, and tenacious^ mto pradice pufh’d. 985 
Senates, in vain, their kind refiraint apply’d : 

The more they ibuggled to fupport the laws. 

His juftice-dreadxng minifters the more 

Drove him beyond their bounds. Tir’d with the check 

Of faithful love, and with the fiattery pleas’d 990 

Of falfe defigtiing guilt, the fountain he 

Of public wifdom and of juftice fhut. 

Wide mourn’d the land. Strait to the voted aid 
Free, cordial, large, of never-failing fource, 

Th’ illegal impofition follow’d harlh, 995 

With execration given, or ruthlefs fqueez’d 
From an infulted people, by a band 
Of the worfi: ruffians, thofe of tyrant power. 

Opprelfion walk’d at large, and pour’d abroad 
Her unrelenting train : informers, fpies, 1 000 

Blood-hounds, diat flurdy freedom to the grove 
Purfue ; projedors of aggrieving fchemes. 

Commerce to load for unproteded feas. 

To fell the ftarving many to the few. 

And drain a thoufand ways th’ exhaufted land. 1005 
Ev’n from that healing place, whence peace fliould fiow;i 
And gofpel truth, inhuman bigots filed 
Their poifon round ; and on the venal bench, 

Infiead of juftice, party held the fcale. 

And violence the fh^ord. Affided years, 10 10 

Too patient, felt at lall their vengeance full. 

Mid the low murmurs of fubmiffive fear 

And 



Part IV, X. I B E R T Y, 103 

And mingled rage. My Hambden rais’d Hs voice. 

And to the laws appeal’d ; the laws no more 
In judgment jfat, behov’d feme other ear. 1015 

When idflant from the keen retentive north. 

By long opprelEon by religion rous’d. 

The guardian army came. Beneath its wing 
Was call’d, though meant to furmlh bolHle aid. 

The more than Roman fenate. There a flame 1020 
Broke out, that clear’d, confum’d, renew’d the land. 
In deep emotion hurl’d, nor Greece, nor Rome, 
Indignant burlling from a tyrant’s chain. 

While, full of Me, each agitated fool 
Strung every nerve and flam’d in every eye, 

Had e’er beheld fuch light and heat combin’d ! 

Such heads and hearts ! fuch dreadful zeal, led on 
By calm majeflic wifdom, taught its courfe 
What nuifance to devour 5 fuch wifdom fir’d 
With unabating zeal, and aim’d fincere I1030 

To dear the weedy ftate, reflore the laws. 

And for the future to fecuce their fway. 

This then the purpofe of my mildefl ions. 

But man IS blind, A nation once inflam’d 

(Chief? Ihould the breath of fadious fury blow, 103} 

With the w 2 d rage of mad enthuflaft fiyell’d) 

Not eafy cools again. From break to breaft. 

From eye to eye, the kindling paffions mix 
Jn heighten’d blaze ; and, ever wife and juft. 

High Heaven to gmcbua ends direi^ the florm» 

Thus in one conflagratioa Britain wrapt. 

And by cciifaflmi’s iwtefi fom ddpofl’d, 

H 4 Sing, 
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King, Lords, and Commons, thundering to the ground, 
SicceiTive, rufh’d-^Lo 1 from iheir afhes rofe. 
Gay-beaming radiant youth, the Phcemx-State. 1045 
The grievous yoke of vaiTalage, the yoke 
Of private life, lay by thofe Barnes diiibiv^d ; 

And, frpm the walleful, the luxurious king. 

Was purchas’d that which taught tiie young to bend. 
Stronger rellor’d, the commons tax’d the whole, 1050 
And built on that eternal rock their power. 

The crown, cf its hereditary wealth 
Befpoii’d, on fenates more dependent grew. 

And they more frequent, more allur’d. Yet liv’d. 
And in full vigour fpread that bitter root, 1 055 

The palTive dodrines, by their patrons firft 
Oppos’d ferocious, when they touch themfelves. 

This wild deiufive cant 5 the ralh cabal 

Of hungry courtiers, ravenous for prey j 

The bigot, reftlefs in a double chain jo6o 

To bind anew the land ; the conllant need 

Of finding faithlefs means, of finlHng forms. 

And flattering fenates, to fupply his wafie ; 

Thefe tore fome moments from the carelefs prince. 

And in his breafi awak’d the kindred plan. 1065 
By dangerous foftnefs hmg he min’d his way ; 

By fubde arts, diifimuktioa deep ; 

By iharing what corroptioji fhower’d, profufe ; 

By breathing wide the gay licentious pkgue. 

And pleafmg manners, fitted ta^doocive.. loyo 

At lafi: fubfided the deKiious joy, 

On whofe high billow^ from thf ftmtly reign 

The 
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The nation drove too far. A penfion’d king, 

Againft his country bub^d by Gallic gold j 

The port pernicious fold, the Scyllafince, 1075 

And fell Charybdis of the Biitiili feas ; 

Freedom attack’d abroad, with furer blow 
To cut it oiT at home ; the faviour-league 
Of Europe broke ; the progrefs ev’n advanc’d 
Of univerfal fvvay, which to reduce 1080 

Such feas of blood and treafure Britain cofi: ; 

The millions, by a generous people given. 

Or fquander’d vile, or to corrupt, difgrace. 

And awe the land with forces not their own, 

Employ’d 5 the darling church herfelf betray’d ; 1085 
All thefe, broad glaring, op’d the general eye. 

And wak’d my fpint, the refilHng foul. 

Mild was, at firil, and half aiham’d, the check 
Of fenates, fliook from the fantaftic dream 
Of abfolute fubmilEon, tenets vile I 1090 

Which ilaves would bliifh to own, and which, reduc’d 
To pradice, always honeft nature ftiock. 

Not ev’n die malk remov’d, and the fierce front 
Of tyranny difclos’d 5 nor trampled laws ; 

Nor feia’d each badge of freedom through the knd^r^ 
For Sidney bleeding for th’ unpubHlhM page 5 
Nor on the bench avow’d corruption f^ac’d. 

And mmderous rage itfelf, m Jeferies’ form ; 

Nor endiefs a£h of arbitrary power. 

Cruel, and falfe, amid raiie the arm* . ^ 
Piilrullfol, fcatter’d, of omibining chii^ 
pevoid, and dreeing blind raiiadbns war^ 
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The patient pabiick tarns not, till impelled 
To the near verge of rain. Hence I rous’d 
The bigot king, and burned fated on J105 

His meafares immature. Bat chief his zeal. 
Out-flaming Rome herfelf, poitentous fear'd 
The troubled nation : Mary's hoi rid days 
To fancy bleeding rofe, and tlie dire glare 
Of Smithfield lighten’d in its eyes anew. i lio 

Yet filence reign’d. Each 00 another fcowl’d 
Rueful amazement, prefling down his rage : 

As, muflering vengeance, the deep thunder frowns. 
Awfully flill, waiting the high command 
To fpring. Strait from his country Europe fav’d, 1 115 
To fave Britannia, lo ! my darling fon. 

Than hero more ! the patriot of mankind I 
Immortal Naflau came. I hufh’d the deep. 

By demons rous’d, and bade the lifled winds. 

Still Ihifting as behov’d, vrith various breath, 1 1 zo 
Waft the Deliverer to the longing ftiore. 

See ! wide alive, the foaming Channel bright 
'With fwelEng lails, and all the pride of war. 

Delightful view ! when Jufltce draws the fword ; 

And* mark I diffufmg ardent foul around, 1 1 Z5 

And fweet contempt of death. My ftreaming flag* 

Ev’n adverfe navies bidis’d the binding gale. 

Kept down die glad acdaiin, and flient joy’d. 

Arriv’d, the pomp, and not the wafie of arms 

His progrei^ mark’d. The faint oppofing hofl: u 30 

For once, in yieMing, tieir bei vifery found. 

And by de&tdon prov’d ecjcalted faith ; 
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While his the bloodlefs conqueft of the Jie^rt, 

Shouts without groan, and triumph without war. 

Then^dawn’d the period deihn’d to confine 1135 
The furge of wild pierogative, to mfe 
A mound reftraining its imperious rage. 

And bid the raving deep no farther flow. 

Nor were, without that fence, the fwaHowM ftate 
Better than Belgian plains without their dykes, 11^0 
Suftaining weighty feas. This, often fav’d 
By more than human hand, the publick faw. 

And feiz’d the white-wing*d moment. Pleas’d to yield 
Deftruiftive power, a wife heroic prmce 
Ev’n lent his aid — Thrice happy ! did they know 1145 
Their happinefs, Britannia’s bounded Kings. 

What though not their’s the boaft, in dungeon glooms. 
To plunge bold freedom ; or, to chearlefs wilds. 

To diive him from the cordial face of friend 5 
Or fierce to firike him at the midnight hour, 

By mandate blind, not juftice, that dehghts 
To dare the keened eye of open day. 

What though no glory to controul the laws. 

And make injurious will their only rule. 

They dem it ! what though, tools of wanton fow, 

Feiliferous armies fwarm not at thto oall i 

What though they give not <a relentlefs crew 

Of civil furies, proud I 

To tear at pleafore ihff?de|©6led 

With fiarving ii&osur papering idle mlb. mih 

To clothe the naked, fbed^ hungry* Wfie 

The guiMefs tear from lone affliilbn’s eyejj 

To 
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To raife hid merit, fet th’ alluring light 
Of virtue high to view ; to nooriih arts, 

Direfi: the thunder of an inJurM Hate, 1165 

Make a whole glorious people iing for joy, 

Blefs human kind, and through the downward depth 

Of future times to fpread that better fun 

Which lights up. Britifti foul : for deeds like thefe. 

The dazzling fair career unbounded lies ; 11 70 

While (flill fuperior blifs *) the dark abrupt 
Is kindly barr’d, the precipice of ill. 

Oh, luxury divine * O, poor to this. 

Ye giddy glories of defpotic thrones I 

By this, by this indeed, is imag’d Heaven, 1 17I 

By boundlefs good, without the power of ill. 

And now behold * exalted as the cope 
That fivells immenfe o'er many-rpeopled earth. 

And like it free, My Fabrick ftands complete. 

The Palace of the Laws. To the four heavens 1 1 80 
Four gates impartial thrown, unceafmg crowds. 

With kings themfelves the hearty peafant mix’d 
Four urgent in. And though to diiferent ranks 
Refponhve place belongs, yet equal fpreads 
The flidtering roof o’er all j while plenty Sows, i x 85 
And glad ^rontentment echoes round the whole. 

Ye floods, defcendi ye winds, confirrning, blow I 
I^or coward tempeflr, nor corrofive time. 

Nought but the fdon undermining hand 

Of dark Corruption, can its frame dilToIye, 1 190 

And lay the of ages in the doft, 
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NOTES on Part IV. 

Ver. 49. Church power, or eccleiklHcal tyranny. 

Ver. 52. Civil tyranny, 

Ver. 86. Crufades. 

Ver, 91, The corruption of the church of Rome. 

,Ver. 94. Va£alage, whence the attachment of dans 
to their chief 
' Ver. 96, Duelling. 

Ver. 123. The hierarchy. 

Ver. 1 41. The Hercules of Famefe. 

Ver. 153. The fighting gladiator. 

Ver. 156. The dying gladiator. 

Ver. 164. The Apollo of Beividere. 

Ver. 175. The Venus of Medici, 

Ver. 185. The groupeofLaocoonandhis twolbnsf/ 
deftroyed by two ferpents, 

Ver. 186, See ^neid 2 . ver, 199 — 227. 

Ver. 208. It is reported of Michael Angelo Buona- 
roti, the moft celebrated mailer of modern fcuipture, 
thaf he wrought with a kind of infpiradon, or enthufi^ 
aiBcal fury, which produced the efFedt here mentioned. 

Ver. 213, 214. Eieemcd the two fineH pieces of 
modern fculpture. 

Ver. 244. The fchddl of the Caracd. 

Ver. 266. The river Arno runs through Florence. 

Ver. 269. The republics of Florence, Pifa, Lu^ca, 

‘ and Sienna. They formeiiy have had very cruel wars 
together, but are now all peaceably fubje^ to the Great 

Duke 
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I>uke of Tufcany, except it be LucGa> wMch flill main* 
tains the form of a republic. 

Ver. aSz. The Genoefe territory is reckoned very 
populoas, but the towns and villages for the moH part 
lie hid among the Apenmne rocks and mountams, 

Yer. 284. According to Dr* Burnet’s fyjftem of the 
deluge. 

Ver. 295. Venice was the mojd: flourifliing city in 
Europe, with regard to trade, before the palTage to the 
Eaft Indies by the Cape of Good Hope and America 
were difcovered* 

Ver* 294* Thofe who fled to fome marflies in the 
Adriatic gulf, from the delblation fpread over Italy 
by an irruption of the Hfins, flrfl founded there this fa- 
mous city, about the beginning of the fifth century. 

Ver. j 19. The main ocean. 

Ibid. Great Britain. 

Ver. 325. The Swifs Cantons. 

Ver. 3 29. Geneva, fituated on the Lacus Lemanus# 
a fmall ftate, but noble example of the blelfings of civil 
and religious liberty. 

Ver. 347* The Swifs, after having been long al>fent 
from thrir native country, are fei^’d with fuch a violent 
defire of feeing it again, as aic^ls them with a kind of 
latiguiihing indifpofidon, called the Swi& Acknefs. 

Ver. 366. The Hans Towns* 

Ver. 572. The Swedes. 

Ver. 377. See note on verfe 678. 

Ver. 624* Great Btitaiii was peopled by the Celtas^ 
cr Gauls. 
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Ver. 630. The Druids, among the ancieot Gauls 
and Britons, had the care and diredhon of all religious 
matters. 

Ver. 645. The Roman empire. 

Ver. 647. Caledonia, inhabited by the Scots and 
Pidls ; whither a great many Britons, who would not 
fubmit to the Romans, retired. 

Ver. 6j a. The will of Severus, built upon Adnan^s 
rampart, which ran for eighty miles quite crois the 
country, from the mouth of the Tyne to Solway frith^. 

Ver. 654. Irruptions of the Scots and Bids. 

Ver. 65 S* The Roman empire being miferably torp 
by the northern nations, Britain w'as for ever abandoned 
by the Romans in the year 426 or 427. 

Ver. 662. The Britons applpng to iEtius the Ro- 
man general for affidance, tlius expreffed their miferable 
condition.-—'* We know not which way to turn us. 
** The barbarians drive us to fea, and the fea forces us 
** back to the barbarians ; between which we have only 
** the choice of two deaths, either to be fwallowed up 
** by the waves, or butchered by the fword.*’ 

V^r, 665. Ring of the Silures, femous for his gr sat 
exjdoits, and accounted the bell general Great Britaip 
had ever produced. The Silures were etomed the 
braveii and moil powerftd of all the Britons : they in>- 
habited Herefordihire, Radaordure, Brecknocklhire, 
Monmottthihire, and Glamorganihire. 

Ver. 666. Qgeen of the Icmii: her tey h well 
known. 

Ver. 67 S. It is certain, that an opiniem feed 

and 
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and general among them (the Goths) that death was 
but the entrance into another life ; that all men who 
lived lazy and unadive lives, and died natural deaths, 
by licknefs or by age, went into vaft caves under ground, 
ail dark and miry, full of noifome creatures ufual to 
fuch places, and there for ever giovelled in endlefs 
flench and mifery. On the contrary, all who gave 
themfelves to warlike aclions and enterprifes, to the 
conquell of their neighbours and the ilaughter of their 
enemies, and died m battle, or of violent deaths upon 
bold adventures or refolutions, went immediately to the 
vaft hall or palace of Odin, their god of war, who eter- 
nally kept open houfe for all fuch guefts, where they 
were entertained at infinite tables, in peipetual feafis 
and mirth, caroufing in bowls made of the ikulls of 
their enemies they had flain ; according to the number 
of whom, every one in thefe manfions of pleafure was 
the moft honoured and beft cnteitained. 

Sir William Temple’s ElTay on Heroic Virtue. 

Ver. 701. The feven kingdoms of the Anglo-Sax- 
ons, confidered as being united into one common go- 
vernment, under a general in chief, or monarch, and by 
the means of an aflembly general, or Wittenagemot. 

Vcr. 704. Egbert, king of Wellex, who, after har- 
ing reduced all the other kingdoms of the heptarchy un- 
der his dominion, was the firfi: king of England. 

Ver. 709. A famous Danilh fiandaxd was called 
re£tfm^ or ra^ven^ The Danes imagined that, before a 
battle, the raven wrought upon this Uandard dapt its 
wings or hung down its head, in token of vid^ory or. de- 
feat. Ver. 
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Ver. 733. Alfi^ed the Great, renowned itt war, and 
no lefs fkinous in peace for his many exdeii^t inffitu* 
tjons, particularly that of juries. 

Ver. 736. The battle of Haiings, in which Harold 
IL the lall of the Saxon kings, was £lain> and Williani 
the Conqueror made himfelf mafter of England. 

Ver. 748. Edward III. the Confeflbr, who reduced 
the Weli-Saxon, Mercian, and Banilh laws into one 
body ; which from that time became common to all 
England, under the name of the Laws of Edward. 

Ver. 7J5. The curfew bdl (from the French 
J which was rung every night at eight of the 
clock, to warn the fenglifh to put out their fires aud 
candles, under the penalty of a fevere fine. . * 

Ver. 762. The New Foreft in Hampftxire ; to make 
which, the country for above thirty miles iq compasft 
was laid walle. 

Ver. 775. On the jth of June, 1215, King loiin, 
by the b^ns oa Runuemede, %ned the Ofeat 
Charter of Liberties^ or Magna Charta. 

Ver. 784. The league formed by the dmiag 

the reign of John, in the year 1213, was the fii# 
foderaey made in England in 4 ^mce of the 
intereil againfi: the fekg. 

Ver. 796. The cm^mod& geiemSp tfeoughe to 
have beenirifi^efomli^kpUdkm^^^ towards the end 
of Henry the Third^s re^.> To a pajfement caled in 
the year 1264, eaci €mmf iw o^ered to fanj fomr 
knights, as reprefoniadwes of theh Ihlres ; and 

to a parliament called in the year fAwing ,.ea«i mrntf 
VoL. LV. I waa 
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was ordered to fend, as their reprefentatives, tfvo 
knights, and each dty and borough as many citizens 
and burgeifes. Till then, hiftory makes no mention of 
them ; whence a very ibrong argument may be drawn, 
to fix the original of the houfe of commons to that sera. 

Ver. 840. Edward HI. and Henry V. 

Ver. 865. Three famous battles, gained by the 
Englilh.over the French. 

Ver* 868. During the civil wars, betwixt the kmi- 
lies of York and Lancafter. 

Ver. 875. Henry VII- 

Ver. 879. The famous Earl of Warwick, daring 
the reigns of Henry VI. and Edward IV. was called 
the King-maker. 

Ver. 881. Permitting the barons to alienate their 
lands. 

Ver. 89;. Henry VIII. 

Ibid, Of papal dominion. 

Ver. 904. John WicklifF, dodor of divinity, who, 
towards the clofe of the fourteenth century, publiihed 
dodrines very contrary to thofe of the church of Rome, 
and particularly denying the papal authonty. His foU 
lowers grew very numerous, and were called Lollards* 

Ver. 906. Supprefion of monalbies. 

Ver. 912. The Spanifh Weft-lndias. 

Ver. 95 1. The dominion of the lic^ of Auftria. 

Ver. 937* The Spaniih Armada, Rapin lays, that 
after proper meafares had been taken, the enemy was 
expected with uncommon alacrity. 

Ver. 957* James L 

Ver. 
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Yer, g 66 * Eledor Palatine, and who had been 
eholen king of Bohemia, but was ftript of all his domi- 
nions and dignities by the Empei-or Ferdinand, while 
James the FirH, his father*iri-law, being amufed frbiA 
time to time, endeavoured to mediate a peace. 

Ver. 970. The mOnftrousi and till then tmheard-of 
dodrines of divine indefeafibld hereditary right, pajSivd 
obe(Hence, &0. 

Ver. 975. The parties of Whig and Tory. 

Ver. gSi. Charles li 

Ver. 991. Parliamentsi 

Ver. 1003. Ship-moneyi 

Ver. 1004. Monopohes. 

Ver. 1008. The raging High Chnrch fete^ns of 
thefe tShes, infpiritig at oncd a fpirit of flaviih fiibjnif^ 
fion to the court, and of bitter perfeciition againft tboft 
whom they call Church and State Puritans. 

Ver. 1045. At the reftoratjon. 

Ver. 1048. Charles IL 

Ver. 1049. Court of Wards. 

Ver. J075. Dunkirk. 

Ver. tojf* The warj iii conjtmdion with Franfce* 
agamk the Dutch. 

Ver. 1078. The triple ’aIU«Oce< 

Ver. io8o. Under Lewis XiV. 

Ver. 1084. A Handing army> raifed without the 
confbnt of parEatnent 

Ver. 1095. The charters of coiporations. 

Vera 1105. James If. 

Ver. 1119. The Prince of Oonge, in hla paiage 

la m 
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to Engjand> though his fleet had been at firfl dii|)erfe<l 
by a florm, was afterw^ds extremely favoured by 
feveral Changes of wind- , 

Ver, iiaa, Papin, in Ms Hflory of England.--* 
The third of November the fleet entered the Channel, 
and lay between Calais and Dover# to flay for the Ihips 
that were behind. Here the Prince caHed a council of 
war. — It is not eafy to imagine what a glorious fliow 
the fleet made. Five or fix hundred flaps in fo narrow 
a channel, and both the Englifli and French fliores co- 
vered with numberlefs {pe(5Iators> are no common light. 
For my part, who was then on board the fleet, I own 
it flrucfc me extremely. 

Ver- I ia6* The Prince placed himlelf in the main 
bo%# carrying a flag with Englifli colours, their 
H^hnefles^ arms fiirroimded with this motto. The Pro- 
teiant Religicwi andtlie Liberties of England ^ and un- 
derneath the motto of the houfe of Naflau, Je Main- 
liendrai# I will maintain. Rapik. 

Ver. 1 1 ay. The Englifli fleet. 

Ver. 1130. The king’s army. 

Ver. 1 143. By the Bill of Rights# and the A^l of 
Succeiflon. 

Ver. 1144. W 2 lia»IIL 
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The CONTENTS of Part V. 

The Author addreiTes the poddefs of Liberty, marlcing 
the happinefs and grandeur of Great Britain, as arifing 
from her influence; to ver. 88. She refumes her 
difcourfe, and points out the chief virtues which are 
necefiary to maintain her eflablijfhment there ; to ver. 
374, Recommends, as its laft ornament and flmfli- 
^g, fciences, fine arts, an 4 public works. The en^ 
couragement of thefe urged from the example of 
Prance, though under a defpotic government ; to ver. 
549. The whole concludes with a profpedl of future 
times, given by the Goddefs of Liberty : this defcribe 4 
}>y die Author, as it paffes in vifion before himy 



C m 1 


liberty. 

PART V. 

H 'ERE interpofing, as the Goddefs paus’d;-* 

** Oh, bleR Britannia I in thy prefence Well, 
Thou guardian of mankind ! whence %r 3 ng, abne. 
Ah human grandeur, happinefs, and i 
For toil, by Thee proteded, feels no pain ; 5 

The poor man’s lot with milk and honey flows ; 

And, gilded with thy rays, ev’n death looks gay* 

** Let other lands the potent blelTmgs boafl: 

Of more exalting funs* Let Alia’s woods. 
Untended, yield the vegetable fleece : 10 

And let the little infed-artifl: form. 

On higher life intent, its filken tomb. 

** Let wondering rocks, in radiant birth, difclofe, 
t€ The various-tinflur’d children of the fun. 

From the prone beam let more delidoos fruits 15 
A flavour drink, that in one piercing tafte 
Bids each combine. Let Gallic vineyard burft 
With floods of joy ; wiA mild balfamic juice 
The Tufcan oEve. L^ Arabia breathe 
** Her fpicy gales, her -nta! gums diffii. eo 

** Turbid with gold let fouthtem rivm flow 5 
And orient floocfe diaw foft, <fOr pearls, tieir ma^. 

I 4 m 
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Let Afric vaunt her treafures ; let Peru 
Beep Ml her bowels her own ruin breed 
The yelipw traitor that her blifs betray’d,—* 
Unequal’d blifs I — and to unequal’d rage I 
** Yet nor the gorgeous eaft, nor golden fouth, 

Nor> in full prime, that new-difcover’d world, 

•* Where flames the falling day, in wealth and praife. 
Shall with Britannia vie, while, Goddefs, fhe 3a 
** Derives her praife from Thee, her matchlefr charms* 
Her Immty fruits the hand of freedom own 5 
** And, warm with culture, her thick-cluftering fields 
** Prolific teem. Eternal verdure crowns 
Her meads ; her gaxdens fmfie eternal fpring. 35 
She ^ves the bunter-horfe, unqaelPd by toil. 

Ardent, to rufh into the rapid chace : 

She, whitening o’er her downs, diffufive, pours 
Unnumber’d flocks : fhe weaves the fleecy robe. 
That wraps the nations ; fhe, to lufty droves, 40 
The richefl pafture fpreads ; and, her’s, deep-wave 
** Autumnal feas of pleafing plenty round. 

** Thefe her delights : and by no baneful herb. 

No darting tiger, no grim lion’s glare. 

No fierce-defcending wolf, no ferpent roll’d 45 
** In fpires progreffve o’er the land, 

** Difteb’d. BflBvemng thefe# add cities, full 
«« Of wealths of frad©, of chearful toeing c^ovrfis 1 
** Add thriving towns t add villages arA farms, 

** Innumeroos fow^ along tlm lively vale, S# 

Where bold unrivalH pcafents ha|3fy dwell : 

** A<hl anefeot fets, wiA vener^ 

Embofom^d 
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« Embofom'd high> while Hndred Hoods below 
« Wind through the mead 5 and thofeof modem haand, 

** Moie pompous, add, that fplendid Ihine afar. 55 
« Need I her limpid lakes, her rivers name. 

Where fwarm the finny race P Thee, chief, OTIwraBae^ I 
On vvhofe each tide, glad with returning falls. 

Flows in the mingled harvefi: of mankind ? 

And thee, thou Severn, whofe ^tod^gum fwdi, $0 
And waves, refouncHng, imitate the main ^ 

« Why need I name her deep capadoas pom. 

That point around the woild ^ and why Imr ieas ^ 

All ocean is her own, and every land 
** To whom her ruling thunder beaia* % 
She too the mineral feeds : tit’ obedient lead, 

« The warlike iron, nor the peacefid lefe. 

Forming of life art-tfiviih’d the bond a 
And that the Tynan merchant ft»ight of old. 

Not dreaming then of Britain’s bnghtet fame* 

** She rears to freedom an undaunted meet , 
Compatriot zealous, hofpAtaMe, 

Her*s the warm Cambrian: her’a thetofqr Scot, 

** To iiardlhip tam’d, a^v® m arts nd mvmp 
Fir’d with a reliefs,' an inqiarient Asm%’ * ^7%' 

That leads Um raptur’d where aiid#oi^ adhi ; 

And Eaglilh merie her^ai ^wfeesem^, eortWd* 
Whate’er high fa^,.fcii»^ ImMmsi 
** An an^ie genemt he^^t 
And firm ^ ^ ^ 

Great nmfe inl*mi00sm^ She ! 

Great nurfc Mmmi Sf ^ 

** 
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Her old renown I trace> difdofe her fource 
“ Of wealth, of grandeur, and to Britons iing 
A Hrain the Mnfes never touch’d before.” 85 
But how ihall this thy mighty kingdom Hand ? 

On what unyielding baie ? how finiih’d ihine 
At this Her eye, colleding all its fire. 

Beam’d more than human ; and Her awful voice, 
MajelBc thus Ihe rais’d—** To Britons bear 90 

** This doling ftrain, and with intenfer note 
** Loud let it found in their awaken’d ear.” 

On Virtue can alone My kingdom Hand, 

On Public Virtue, every Virtue join’d. 

Fpr, loft this focial cement of mankind, 95 

The greateft empires, by fcarce-felt degrees. 

Will moulder foft away ; till, tottering loofe. 

They prone at laft to total ruin rufh. 

Unbleft by Virtue, government a league 

Becomes, a cirding junto of the great, 100 

To rob by law; religion mild a yoke 

To tame the Hooping foul, a trick of Hate 

To maH: their rapine, and to lhare the prey. 

What are without It Senates, faye a face 
Of confultation deep and realbn free, 105 

Wlule the determin’d voice and heart are fold! 

What boaHed foeedom, fave a founding name I 
And what eleSion, bat a market vile 
Of Haves felf-b^tcr’d I Virtue I withmit Thee^ 

There is m ruling eye, no jtervc, m ftat^ 5 
War has no vigour, and m fefcty peace ; 

Juffice watps to party, Ihws oppxe&» 
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Wide through the land their weak prote^lion fails, 

Firfl broke the balance, and then fcorn’d the fword. 
Thus nations fmk, fociety diffolves ; 115 

Rapine and guile and violence break loofe. 

Everting life, and turning love to gall ; 

Man hates the face of man, and Indian woods 
And Libyr’s hilEng fands to him are tame. 

By thofe Three Virtues be the frame fuiiain^d 120 
Of Bridlh Freedom : Independent life ; 

Integrity in OiHce ; and, o^er all 
Supreme, A Paffion for the Common-weal. 

Hail i Independence, hail I Heaven^s next bed: gift,. 
To that of life and an Immortal foul 1 125 

The life of life ! that to the banquet high 
And fober meal gives tafte ; to the bow’d roof 
Fair-dream*d repofe, and to the cottage charms. 

Of public freedom, hail, thou fecret fource ! 

Whofe lixeams, from every quarter confluent, form 
My better Nile, that nurfes human life. 

By rills from thee deduc’d, irriguous, fed. 

The private field looks gay, wirfi nature’s wealth 
Abundant flows, and blooms mth each delight 
That nature craves. ' Its Imppy maftar there*. ^ iff 
The only Free-^man, walks his pleafing rtmnd : , 
Sweet-featttr*d fearkfs Truth 5 

Firm Refolurion j Meiing all ^ 

That can re^keV furcft friend 5 

And, dill ftefii' Ifete #om bc^k deriv’d/ 14^ 

philolbphy, 

^hefe chear his railih iCnl 
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When iato adioB €aH*d, Jbis bufy hours. 

Meantime true judging moderate deiires, 

Oeconomy and tafle, comblnM, dire^i: i^j 

Plis clear affairs, and from debauchmg dends 
Secui’e his little kingdom. Nor can thofe 
Whom fortune heaps, without thefe virtues, reach 
That truce wkh pain, that animated eafe. 

That fvif enjoymeiit fprmging ffom within ; l^o 
That Independence, aftive, or retired. 

Which make the founded bhfs of man below : 

But, Mbeneatii rubbdh of their means. 

And drain’d by wants to nature all unknown, 

A wandering, tadekfe, gaily-wretched train, 155 
Though rich, are beggars, and though noble, flaves, 
Lo I danm’d to wealth, at what a grofs expence. 
They purdaafe ^p^mtment, pain, and fhaine. 
Inftead of hearty hofpitaHe cheat, 

See ! how the haH with brutal riot Bows ; iB# 

While in the foaming flood, fermenting, deep’d. 

The country Biaddens into party-rage. 

Mark ! thofe difgraceful piles of wood and done*; 
Thofe parks and gardens, where, his haunts betrimm’d. 
And nature by prefumplucuK art opprefs’d, 165 

The woodland gfiiims mourns. See* thcBiHbc^rd 
That ftcumis and bowls that give no joy : 

No truth invi^ there, to* feed th« mind; 

Nor wit, tte wine rejoiemg rea&n quaffs. 

Park! hw the d»e wkh mfoleiice refou^, 170 

With thofe retain’d by vanity to 

JRepofe and fimndb. To tyrm ftihion mark 

Tho 
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The co&iy worlhip paid, to the broad gasse 
Of fools. From iHll delufive day to day, 

Led an eternal round of lying hope, 1 75 

See ! feif-abandon^d, how they roam adiift, 

Dafh’d o’er the town, a miferable wreck ! 

Then to adore feme warbling etmuch turn’d. 

With Midas’ ears they crowd j or to the buz 
<^f mafquerade unbluftiing ; or, to fhow l$6 

Their fcorn of nature, at the tragic &ene 
They mirthful dt, or proye the Ooaaic true. 

But, chief, behold i around the ratdiag board. 

The civil robbers rang’d ; and ev*n die B&r, 

The tender fdr, each fweetnels kid afide, iSj; 

As fierce for plunder as all-Hcens’d ta-oops 
In fome fack’d city. Thus diffobr’d Aeir weahh^ 
Without one ga»ero«s limiry dififolv’d, . 

Or quarter’d on it many a nec&fi want. 

At the throng’d levee beads the venal tribes igo 
With fair but faithlefs fmiles each vaf*ni&’id aV, 

Each fmooth as thofe that mutudly deceive. 

And for their falfeheod each dei^i^g each | 

Till fiiook their pa&ron hy the winery winds. 

Wide flies tte yifkhm^d fewer, japd hsmm him hm* 

O, far fttperibr Afrk’s feirfe 

By merciwit fifer’d, m thdfe wiSiujg Smm ! 

And, rkh, as jfeep. 

Is he who can aiginel 

Britons! By 

Tvrine round yew kmt iii^feiWWe I 
The flee! 
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By Caefar cafl o’er Rome ; but ftill remain’d 
The foft enchanting fetters of the mmd. 

And other Caefars rofe. Determin’d, hold 20^ 
Your Independence ; for, that once deilroy’d, 
tJnfounded, Freedom is a morning dream, 

That flits aenal from the fpreadmg eye. 

Forbid it Heaven I that ever I need urge 
Integrity in Oflice on My fons I 215 

Inculcate common hononr-^not to rob— 

And whom ?— The gracious, the confiding hand^ 

That lavifhly rewards ; the toilmg poor, 

Whofe cup with many a bitter drop is mixt ; 

The guardian public 5 every face they fee, 2 1 5 

And every friend 5 nay, in eiFe£i, themfelves. 

As in femiliar life, the villain’s fate 

Admits no cure^s fo, when a defperate age 

At this arrives, 1 the devoted race 

Indignant fpurn, and hopekfs foar away. 220 

But, ah, too little known to modern times I 
Be not the noblefl paflion paft unfong ; 

That ray peculiar from unbounded Love 

ElFus’d, which kindles the herdc foul j 

Devotion to the Public. Glorious flame I 225 

Celeflia! ardor I in what unknown worlds ^ ^ 

Profufely Icatter^ through the blue 

Hat thou h&m Mefeg myiiad^^ feioe in Rome, 

Old virtuous Rome, h many dfeatMefc names 
¥mm Thee their Itifire <kew I fiuce, tai^ht by Thee, 
Their poverty put fpiendor to the Mufliy 
Pain grew and ev’n dSgkt ? 
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O, wilt thou ne’er, in thy long period, look. 

With blaze direct, on this My laft retreat? 

’Tis not enough, from felf right underiiood 235 
Refleded, that thy rays inflame the heart : 

Though Virtue not difdains appeals to felf. 

Dreads not the trial ; all her joys are true. 

Nor is there any real joy fave her’s. 

Far lefs the tepid, the declaiming race, 240 

Foes to corruption, to it$ wages friends. 

Or thofe whom private paflions, for a while. 

Beneath my flandard Hll, can they fuiSce 
To raife and fix the glory of My Reign ? 

An arrive flood of univerfal love 5545 

Mufl fwell the breafl* Firfl, in effiifion wide; 

The refllefs Ipirit roves creation round. 

And feizes every being : flronger then 
It tends to life, whatever the kindred fearch » 

Of blifs allys ; then, more colleded flill, 250 

It urges human*kind : a paffion grown. 

At lafl, the central parent-public calls * 

Its utmofl effort forth, awakes each fenfe. 

The comely, grand, and tender. Without this. 

This awful pant, foook from fublimer powm 2^5 
Than thofe of this iieaven«kfe’d delight. 

This moral gravtation, ruflimg prone 
To prefs die pnbifc good. My fyiem foon, 

Traverfe, to fevetal^Wilh colters drawn, 

wai reel to mn : while for ever flnit , ^ 

Stand the bright pottals of ddponding &me.^ 

From fordid felf Aoot «F m filming deeds. 
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None of thofe ancient Hgto# tliat gladden earth* 
Give grace to being* and aroafe the brave 
To jail ambition. Virtue’s quickening fire ! 

Life tedious grows, an idly-baliling round* 

Pill’d up with adlions animal and mean* 

A dull gazette I Th’ impatient reader fcoma 
The poor hiiloric page ; til kindly comes 
Oblivion, and redeems a people’s ihame* 

Not fo the times, when* emulation- ftung* 
Greece Ihone m genius, fcience, and in arts* 
And Rome in virtues dreadful to be told I 
To live was glory then I and charm’d mankind 
Through the deep peijods of devolving time, 
I'hole, raptur’d, ca^y ^ thefe, alkunlh’d, read* 
True, a corrupted ftate, with every vice 
And every meaimefe fed, this pffion damps. 
Who can* imfhock’d* behold the cruel eye ? 

The pale inveigling fnsile f the rufiian front ? 
The wretch abandon’d to relentkfs feif, 

Equally vile if imfer or profufe ? 

Powers not of God* affiduous to corrupt ? 

The fell deputed tyrant, who devoui's 
The poor and weak, at diftance from redrefs ? 
Delirioi:^ &®on beSowing loud My mme f 
The falfe fdr*tfeeteiirg pmariot’s^ hollow boaft ? 

A race refidv’d m bwdage, fierce for 
My facred rights a merchaidk^ alcme 
Siteining, ami to n^ork foederis wii 
By deeds, a honor to maittd* j^tfuer’d. 

As were ^ i 
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Who thefe indeed can undeteifting fee ^ — ► 

But who unpitying ? To the generous eye 
Piftrefs is virtue ; and, though felf-betray^d, 

A people flruggling with their fate muft roufe 
The hero’s throb. Nor can a land, at once. 

Be loll: to virtue quite. How glorious then I 
Fit luxury for gods I to ^ave the good* 

Proted the feeblci daih bold vice afide> 300 

Peprefs the wickedi and.reii:ore the frail. 

Pofterity, belides, the young are pure^ 

And fons may tinge their father’s cheek with fliamd. 

Should then the times arrive (which Heaven avert 1 ) . 
That Britons bend unnerv’d^ not by the force 305 
Of armsi more generous, and more manly, qnell’d. 
But by corruption’s Ibul-dejedHng arts, ' 

Arts impudent I and grofs ! by their own gold. 

In part bellow’d, to bribe them to give alL 
With party raging, or immers’d in floth. 

Should they Britannia’s wefl-fought laurels yield 
To IHly-conquering Gaul 5 ev’n from her brow 
Let her own naval oak be bafely tom. 

By fuch as tremble at the friffening gale. 

And nervelefs link while others ling rejoic’d* 

Or (darker proCpeft ! fearoe one gleam b^md 
Pilclodng) Ihonid the broad corruptive plague 
Breathe from &e city to ^ fertbefr hut. 

That fits ferene witlin the jfordUhade 5 
The fever’d people fire, in&we thdk wants. 

And their luxuriiw |b gaifermgrage. 

That, were a h^er feoiid, they fraud propp’d 
V 0 L LV* E 
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To fell tlieir birthright for a cooling draught* 

Should fhamelefs pens for plain corruption plead ; 

The hir’d aflaHins of the commonweal 1 325 

Deem’d the declaiming rant of Greece and Rome, 
Should public virtue grow the public feoff. 

Till private, failing, flaggers through the land : 

Till round the city loofe mechanic want, 

Dire-prowling nightly, makes the chearful haunts 330 
Of men more hM«)us than Numidian wilds. 

Nor from its fury fleeps the vale in peace ; 

And murders, horrors, perjuries abound : 

Nay, till to lowefi deeds the higheft ftoop ; 

The rich, hke ftarvmg wretches, thirfl: for gold ; 535 
And thofe, on whom the vernal fhcfivers of Heaven 
All-bounteous fell, and that prime lot beftow, 

A power to live to natujre and jthemfelves. 

In fick attendance wear their anxious days. 

With fortune, joyfefs, and with honours, mean. 340 
Meantime, perhaps, profufion flows around, 

The wafte of war, without the works of peace 5 
No mark of millions in the gulf abforpt 
Of uncreaung vice, none but the rage 
Of rous’d corruption ftiU demanding more. 345 

That very portion, which (by feitMul Ml 
Employ’d) might make the fimling jmHic rear 
Her ornamented head, drill’d throt^h the bands 
Of mercenaiy tools, ferves but to rmrfe 
A locufl-band witWa, a®d in the bud , 3 jo 

Leaves flarv’d each work gS dig^ and ufe. 

I paint the worft. But flioirid thefe^tiacs arrive, 


If 
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]f any nobler pafTion yet remain. 

Let all My fons all parties fling afide, 

Defpife tlieir nonfenfe, and together join 5 355 

Let worth and virtue, fcorning low defpair. 

Exerted full, from every quarter fliine. 

Commix’d in heighten’d bla2e. Light flafli’d to light. 
Moral, or intelie<StuaL more intenfe 
By giving glows. As on pure winter^seve* 360 
Gradual, the flars elfulge ; fainter, at lirft> 

They, ftraggling, rife ; but when the radiant hofl. 

In thick piofufion pour’d, fhine out immenfe. 

Each cafl-ing vivid influence on each, 

Fiom pole to pole a glittering deluge plays^ 365 
And worlds above rejoice, and men below. 

But why to Britons this fupeifluous flrain ? — 
Good-nature, honeft truth ev*n fomewhat blunt. 

Of crooked bafenefs and indignant fcorn, 

A zeal unyielding in their country’s caufe, 370 

And ready bounty, wont to dwell with them—* 

Nor only wont — Wide o’er the land diffus’d. 

In many a blell retirement flil! they divell. 

To fofeef profpeft turn we now the view. 

To kurei’d Science, Arts, and Public Works, 375 
That lend My finilh’d fabric comely pride. 

Grandeur, and grace. Of ftBen genius he<^! 

Curs’d by the Mufes I by the Graces loath’d t 
Who deems beneath the public’s high regard 
Thefe laiNnlivening touches of My'felgn. 3 So 

However puff’d with power, and gorg’d with wealth, 
A nation be ; let trade enottnous rife, 

K 2 Let 
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Let eaft and fouth their, mingled treafure pour. 

Till, fweird impetuous, the corruptmg flood 
Purfl o’er the city, and devour the land : 3S5 

Yet thele negleded, thefe recording arts. 

Wealth rots, a nuifance ; and, oblivious funk. 

That nation mufl another Carthage lie* 

If not by them, on monumental brafs. 

On fculptur’d marble, on the deathlefs page, 390 
Imprefl, renown had left no trace behind : 

In vain, to future times, the fage had thought. 

The fegiflator planned, the hero found 
A beauteous death, the patriot toil’d in vmn. 

Th’ awarders they of fame’s immortal wreath, 395 
'lliey roufe altibition, they the mind exalt. 

Give great ideas, lovely forms infufe. 

Delight the general eye, and, dreli; by them. 

The moral Venus glows with double charms. 

Science, My clofe aflbdate, flill attends 400 

Wheree’er I go. Sometimes, in Ample guile. 

She walks the furrow with the eonful fwain, 

Whilpering unletter’d wlfdom to the heart, 

Dired 5 or, fometimes, in the pompous robe 
Of fancy dreft, flic eharms Athenian wits, 405 

Arid a whole fepient city round her burns. 

Then o’er her brow Minerva’s terrors nod ? 

With Xenophon, fomedmcs, in db*e extremes. 

She breathes deliberate foul, and makes retreat 
Oncqual’d gfoiy ; with the Tbdbifa fage, 410 

Epmnincmdas, flrft and befl of mai ! 

Sometimes foe bids ikt deep-embattled hofl. 


Above 
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Above the Vulgar reach, reiiftlefs form’d, 

March to fare conqueH: — ^never gain’d before ! 

Nor on the treacherous feas of giddy ftate 415 

Unfkilful fhe : when the triumphant tide 
Of high-fwoln empire wears one boundlefs fmile# 

And the gale tempts to new purfuits of fame. 
Sometimes, with Scipio, fhe colle^is her fail. 

And feeks the blifsful Ihore of rural eafe, 

Where, but th’ Aonian maids, no fyrens fing ; 

Or fhould the deep-brew’d tempeft muttering rife. 

While rocks and fhoals perfidious lurk around. 

With Tally fhe her wide-reviving light 

To fenates holds, a Catiline confounds^ 425 

And faves awhile from Caefar finking Rome. 

Such the kind power, whofe piercing eye diffolves 
Each mental fetter, and fets reafon free $ 

For Me infpiring an enlighten’d zed. 

The more tenacious as the more convinc’d 4^9 

How happy freemen, and how wretched flaves. 

To Britons not unknown, to Britons fuH 
The Goddefs fpreads her fiores, the fecret foul 
That quickens trade, the breath unfecn that wafts 
To them the treafures of a balanc’d world. 43I 

But finer arts (fave what the Mufe has fnng 
In darmg flight, above all modern wing) 

Keglefred droop the head 5 and PubBc Works, 

Broke by corruption into private gain. 

Not on^ment, difgrace ; not ferve, deftroy. 

Shall Britons, by their own joint wifilom rul’d 
Beneath one royd h^d, whofe vital power 
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Conneds, enlivens, and exerts th^ whole ; 

In finer arts, and public works, lhall they 
To Gallia yield ? yteld to a land that bends, 

Depieft, and broke, beneath the will of one ? 

Of one who, ftiould th’ unkingly thirll of gold. 

Or tyrant paillons, or ambition, prompt. 

Calls iocuft-armies o’er the blafted land : 

Drains from its thirfiy bounds the fprings of W'calth, 
His own infatiate refervoir to fill : 

To the lone defart patriot-merit frowns. 

Or into dungeon? arts, when they, their chains, 
Indignant, buribng, for their nobler works 
All other licence fcorn but Truth’s and Mine. 45 5 
Oh, lhame to think I lhall Britons, in the field 
Unconqucr’d fLill, the better laurel lofe ? 

Ev’n in that monarch’s reign, who vainly dieamt. 

By giddy power, betray’d, and flatter’d pride, 459 
To grafp unoounded fway j while, fwarming roijnd. 
His armies dar*d all Europe to the field ; 

To hoililo hands t^hile treafure flow’d profufe. 

And, that great fource of treafure, fubjed’s blood, 
inhuman fquarder’d, flcken’d every land ; 

From Britain, chief* while My fuperioi fons, 465 
In vengeance ralhing, dafh’d his idle hopes. 

And bade his agonizing heart be low ; 

Ev’n then, as in tlie golden calm of peace I 
What public works at home* what arts arofe ! 

What Various fcience Cionq ! what genius glow’d ! 470 
*Tis not for me to paint* diffufive Ihot 
O’e; fair ejctcnts of land, the Aiming road ; 
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The flood-compelling arch ; the long canal. 

Through mountains piercing, and uniting feas ; 

The dome refounding fweet with infant joy, 475 
From famine favM, or cruel-handed fhame. 

And that where valour counts his noble fears ; 

The land where focial pleafure loves to dwell. 

Of the fierce demon. Gothic duel, freed ; 

The robber from his farthefi: foreft chas’d ; 480 

The turbid city clear’d, and, by degrees. 

Into fure peace the bell police refin’d. 

Magnificence, and grace, and decent joy. 

Let Gallic bards record, how honour’d Arts, 

And Science, by defpotic bounty blefs’d, 48 j 

At difiance fiourilh’d from My parent-eye, 

Refioring ancient tafte, how Boileau rofe. 

How the big Roman foul ihook, in Corneille, 

The trembling fiage. In elegant Racine ; 489 

How the more powerful, though more humble voice 
Of nature-paindng Greece, refiftlefs, breath’d 
The whole-awaken’d heart. How Mohere’s feene, 
Chafiis’d and regular, with well-judg’d wit. 

Not fcatter’d wild, and native humour, grac’d. 

Was life itfelf. To public honours rais’d, 495 

How learning in warm fenrinaries ipread ; 

And, more for glory than the finall reward. 

How emulation ftrove. How their pure tongue 
Almofi obtain’d what was deny’d their arms. 

From Rome, awhile, how Painting, courted long, 50a 
With Pouifin came j ancient Defign, that lifts 
A fairer front, and looks another fim!. 
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How the kind art, that, of unvalued price> 

The fam^d and only pidure, eafy^ gives, ^04 

Refin’d her touch, and^ through the ihadow’d piece. 
All the live ipirit of the painter pour’d. 

* Coyefi: of aits, how Sculpture northward deign’d 
A look* and bade her Girardon arife. 

How lavifh grandeur blaz’d 5 the barren wafie, 
AftoniOi’d, faw the fudden palace fwell, 510 

And fountains fpout amid it’s arid fliades. 

For leagues, bright villas opening to the view. 

How forefis in majeffic gardens fmil’d. 

How menial arts, by their gay fillers taught. 

Wove the deep flower, the blooming foliage train’d 511 
In joyous figures o’er the filky lawn. 

The palace chear’d, illum’d the ftory’d wall. 

And with the pencil vy’d the glowing loom. 

Thefe laurels, Louis, by the droppings raised 
Of thy profufion, it’s diflionour Ihade^ 52O 

And, green through future times, fliall hind thy brow ; 
While the vain honours of perfidious war 
Wither abhorr’d, pr in oblivion loft. 

'yV’ith what prevailing vigour had they Ihot, 

And ftole a deeper root, by the full tide 525 

Of war-funk millions fed ? Superior ftill. 

How had they branch’d lu 3 fliriam; ^the Ikies, 

In Britain planted, by the potent jifiice 
Of freedom fwell’d I* Forc’d is Ae bipom of arts, 

A falfe uncertain fpring, when bounty gives, jjq 
Weak without me, a tranfitory gleam* 
fair Ihine the flij^ry dap^ entidng Ikies 
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Of favour finlle, and courtly breezes blow; 

Till arts, betray’d, trull to the flattering air 
Their tender bloflbm ; then malignant rile 535 

The blights of envy, of thofe infefl-cloads. 

That, blafling merit, often cover courts : 

Nay, fliould, perchance, fome kind Maecenas aid 
The doubtful beamings of his Prince’s foul. 

His wavering ardor fix, and unconfin’d 540 

DilFufe his' warm beneficence around ; 

Yet death, at laft, and wiutery tyrants come. 

Each fprig of genius killing at the root. 

But when with Me Imperial Bounty joins. 

Wide o’er the public blows eternal fpring : 545 

While mingled autumn every harvefl pours 
Of every land ; whate’er invention, art, 

Creating toil and nature can produce. 

Here ceas’d the Goddefs 5 and Her ardent wings. 
Dipt in the colours of the heavenly bow, 550 

Stood waving radiance round, for fudden flight 
Prepar’d, when thus, impatient, burft my prayer* 

Oh, forming light of life ! O, better fun ! 

** Sun of mankind ! by whom the cloudy north. 
Sublim’d, not envies Eanguedocian Ikies, 553 
** That, "unflaby aether all, diffulive finilc : 

When fifdl mt caM thsp Im&ds ours ? 

And m)hsn ” Straight with her 

Celeflial red, flife tottch*d my <brken’d eyes. [hand, 
As at tlie touch of day the fliades diflblve, 5& 

go quick, methought, the nd% drde clear’d, 
dims the dawn of being tee below s 

Thq 
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The future £hone difclos'd, and, in long view. 

Bright niing aeras inliant rdh^d to fight. 

They come I Great Goddefs 1 1 the times behold ! 
The times our fathers, in the bloody field, 

** Have earn’d fo dear, and, not ndth lefs renown. 

In the warm firuggles of the fenate fight. 

The times I fee I whofe glory to fopply. 

For toiling ages, commerce round the world 570 
Has wing’d unnumber’d fails, and fiom each land 
Materials heap’d, that, well-employ’d, with Rome 
" Might vie our grandeur, and with Greece our art. 
Lo I Princes I behold ! contriving MU, 

And fiill condiKSling firm feme brave defign ; 575 

Kings 1 that die narroiv joylefs circle fcorn, 

Burft the blockade of falfe defigning men. 

Of treacherous fmiles, of adulation fell, 

** And of the blindmg clouds around them thrown : 

** Their court rejoicing miilioiis ; worth alone, 5 So 
And virtue dear to Aem ; their beft delight. 

In jull proportion, to give general joy ; 

Their jealous care Thy kingdom to maintain ; 

The pubfic glory theirs ; unfparing love 
** Their endlefs treafure; and their deeds tlieir praife. 
With Thee they work. Nought can refifi your force « 
Life feels it cjtickening in her dark retreats ; 

Strong fpreadlhe blooms of genius, fcience, art 5 
His bafhfal bounds difclofing merit breaks ; 

** And, big with fruits of glory, virtue blows 590 
Exf^nfive o’er the land. Another race 
** Of generous yojith, of patriot-fires, I fee ! 
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** Not thofe vain infers jSattering in the blaze 
Of court, and ball and play ; thofe venal fouls. 
Corruption’s veteran unrelenting bands, 595 

That, to their vices Haves, can ne’er be free, 

I fee the Fountain’s pui g’d ? whence life derives 
“ A clear or turbid flow ; fee tlie young mind 
Not fed impure by chance, by flattery fool’d. 

Or by fcholaflic jargon bloated proud, 60a 

But fill’d and nounih’d by the light of truth. 

Then, beam’d through fancy the refining ray> 

And pounng on the heart, the pafilons feel 
At once informing light and moving flame; 

** Till moral, public, graceful a£tion crowns 605 
The whole* Behold ! the fair contention glows. 

In all that mind or body can adom^ 

And form to life. Inficad of barren heads. 
Barbarian pedants, wrangling fons of pride. 

And truth-perplexing metaphyfic wits, 6 m 

** Men, patriots, chiefs, and citizens are form’d. 

Lo ! JuiHce, like the liberal light of Heaven, 
Unpurchas’d ftilnes on all, and from her beam, 

<< Appalling guilt, retire the favage crew. 

That prowl amid the darknefs they themfelves 
** Have thrown around the laws. Oppreffion grieves,. 
See ! how her legal furies bite the lip, 

While Yorks and Talbots their deepfnares deted, 
And feize fwift juflite through the clouds they raife* 
** See ! focial Labour lifts hk guarded head, 620- 
And men not yield to government in vain^ 

From the fure land is rooted ruffian force. 


And* 



THOMSON’S POEMS. 


140 

And, the lewd nnrfe of villains, idle wafte ; [bowl, 
Lo ! raz’d their haunts, down dafh’d their maddening 
A nation’s poifon I beauteous order reigns ! 625 

Manly fubmillion, unimpofing toil. 

Trade without guile, civility that maifcs 
From the foul herd of brutal Haves thy fons. 

And fearlefs peace. Or Ihould affronting war 
^ To flow but dreadful vengeance roufe the juft, 630 
Unfailing fields of freemen I behold 1 
That know, with their own proper arm, to guard 
Their own bleft ifle againft a leaguing world. 
Defpairing Gaul her boiling youth reftrains, 

** Uiflblv’d her dream of univerfal fway : 635 

The winds and feas are Britain^ wide domain 5 
** And not a fail, but by permifiion, fpreads. 

Lo 1 fwannmg fbuthward on rejoicing fons, 

** Gay colonies extend ; the calm retreat 
Of undeferv^d diftrefs, the better home 640 

Of thofe whom bigots chace from foreign lands. 

Not built on rapine, fervitude, and woe. 

And in their turn fome petty tyrant’s prey 5 
But, bound by focial freedom, 'firm they rife ; 

Such as, of late, an Oglethorpe has form’d, 645 
And, crowding round, the charm’d Savannah fees. 
Horrid with want and mifery, no more 
Our ftreets the tender paflengef afilid. 

Nor fhivering age, nor ficknefs without friend. 

Or home, or bed to bear his burning load, 650 
** Nor agonizing infant, that ne’er earn’d 
** Its gui!tlcj& pangs, I fee ! The ftores, profufe. 

Which 
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WHcli Britifh Bounty has to thefe affign^d. 

No more the facriiegious riot fwell 

Of cannibal devourers ! Right appIyM, 655 

No ftarving wretch the land of freedom llains : 

** If poor, employment finds ; if old, demands. 

If lick, if maim’d, his miferable due 5 
And will, if young, repay the fondeli: care. 

Sweet fets the fun of ftormy life, and fweet 660 
** The morning fiiines, in mercy’s dews array’d. 

Lo ! how they rife ! thefe families of Heaven I 
** That ! chief, (but why — ye bigots 1 — why fo late ?) 
Where blooms and warbles glad a riiing age : 

What fmiles of praife 1 and, while their fong afcends. 
The lifiening feraph lays his lute afide. 

Hark ! the gay Mufes raife a nobler Hrain, 

With a(EHve nature, warm impaffion’d truth, 

** Engaging fable, lucid order, notes 
** Of various firing, and heart-felt image fill’d- 670 
Behold I I fee the dread delightful fchool 
Of temper’d paffions, and of polifh’d life, 

Relior’d : behold ! the well-diiTembled fcene 
Calls from embellifh’d eyes the lovely tear, 

** Or lights up mirth in modeft, cheeks again* 675 
Lo ! vaniih’d monfter-Iand. I^o ! driven away 
** Thofe tliat Apollo’s facred walk profane: 

Their wild crearion fcatter’d, where a world 
Unknown to nature, chaos more confus’d. 

O’er the brute fceim its ouran-outangs pours ; 

** Betelied forms I that, on the mind imprefi. 

Corrupt, confound, and barbarnz^ an age. 

** Behold I 
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Behold ^ all thine again the Sifler-Arts, 

Thy gipcea they, kmt in harmonious dance. 

Nurs’d by the treafure from a nation drain’d 685 
Their 'ivorks to pnrchafe, they to nobler loufe 
Their untam’d genius, their unfetter’d thought ; 

Of pompous tyrants, and of dreaming monks. 

The gaudy tools, and prifoners, no more. 

** Lo I numerous domes a Burlington confefs : 690 
** For kings and fenates dt, the palace fee ! 

** The temple breathing a religious awe ; 

" Ev’n fram’d with elegance the plain retreat, 

** The private dwelling. Certain in his aim, 

Tafte, never idly worbng, faves expence. 695 
See 1 Sylvan feenes, where art, alone, pretends 
To drefs her mifbrefs, and difciofe her charms : 

Such as a Pope in miniature has ihown ; 

A Bathurft o’er the widening foreft fpreads ; 

And fuch as form a Richmond, Chifwick, Sfowe. 
Augud:, around, w*hat public works I fee ! 

” Lo ! iiately ftreets, lo 1 fquares that court the breeze, 
In fpite of thofe to whom pertains the caie, 

** Ingulfing moie than founded Roman ways, 

Lo ! ray’d from cities o’er the bnghten’d bnd, 705 
** Connoting fca to fea, the folid road, 

** Lo ! the proud arch (no vile exa&r’s iiand) 
Widi^eafy fweep beftrides the chafing Hood, 

See ! long canals, and deepen’d nvers join 
Each part with each, and with the circling main 710 
The whole enliven’d ifle, Lo 1 ports expand* 

** Free as the winds and waves, their fiieltering arms, 

** Lo 1 
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« Lo ! llreaming comfort o’er the troubled deep. 

On every pointed coaft the light-houfe towers ; 

And, by the broad imperious mole repelPd, 715 
Hark ! how the bafiled ftorm indignant roars*” 

As thick to view thefe varied wonders tofe. 

Shook all my foul with tranfport, unalTur’d, 

The Vilion broke ; and, on my waking eye, 

Ralh’d the IHII ruins of dejeded Rome. 72a 
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NOTES on PartV. 

Ver. 69. Tin, 

Ver. 285. Lord Molefworth in Ms account of Den- 
mark fays,— It is obferved, that in hunted monarchies 
and commonwealths, a neighbourhood to the feat of the 
government is advantageous to the fubje£ls ; while the 
dailant provinces are lefs thriving, and more liable to 
opprelHon. 

Ver. 409. The famous retreat of the Ten Thoufand 
was chiefly conduded by Xenophon. 

Ver. 414. Epaminondas, after having beat the La- 
cedemonians and their allies, in the battle of Leudra, 
made an incurflon at the head of a powerful army, into 
Laconia. It was now fix hundred years flnce the Do- 
rians had pofleffed this country, and in all that time the 
face of an enemy had not been feen within their terri"« 
toiies. Plutarch in Agefilaus. 

Ver. 458. Lewis XIV. 

Ver. 473. The canal of Languedoc. 

Ver. 475 Sc 477. The holpitals for foundlings and 
invalids. 

Ver. 495. The academies of Sciences> of the Belles 
Lettres, and of Painting. 

Ver. 503. Engraving# 

Ver. 518. The tapeftry of the Gobelins# 

Ver# 663. An hospital for foundlings. 

Ver. 680* A creamre which, of all brutes, moll re-^ 
fembles mam— See Dr.Tyfon^s treatife on this animal. 

Ver. 699. Okely wooi, mmc Cirencefler. 

A POEM/ 
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A POEM, 

Sacred to the Memory of Sir ISAAC NEWTON. 

Infcribed to the Right Hon. Sir Robert Walpole. 

Q H A L E the great foul of Newton quit this earthy 
^ To mingle with his ilars ; and every Mnfei 
Aftonifli’d into filence, ftiun the weight 
Of honours due to his iliuftrious i^ame ? 

But what can man ? Ev’n now the fons of light, 5 

In ftrains high-warbled to ferapiuc lyre. 

Hail his arrival on the coaH of bhfs. 

Yet am I not deterr’d, though Wgh the theme. 

And fung to harps of angels, for wifo yo«. 

Ethereal ilames ! ambitions, I alpire, 

In nature’s general fymphony to join. 

And what new woiiders can you ihow your gaeft ! 
Who, while on this dim ipot, where mortals toil 
Clouded in duft, foom mo£i<m’s #mple laws. 

Could tiace the fecret hand of Providmee, 1 5 

Wide-working through tMs wver&l frame* 

Have ye not Hien’d while he bwid ihe funs^ 

And idanets, to fodir fphenes ! th’ unequal U&. 

Of human-kind till then* Oft had diey 
O’er erring man yel^r, and 
RThe pride of teefote cosife was hBOwn 

Pull in its cajiifo 10 

All-piercing fage l dow^*^ dreamed 

Romantic fcheme% 

¥ot* LV. L 
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Of ipecious words, and tyranny of names ; 2^ 

But, bidding his amazing mind attend. 

And with heroic patience years on years 
Deep-fearching, faw at laft the fyUem dawn. 

And Ihine, of aU his race, on him alone. 

What were his raptures then ! how pure ! how fcong ! 
And what the triumphs of old Greece and Rome, 

By his diminilh’d, but the pride of boys 

In fome fmali fray vidorious i when inftead 

Of fliatter’d parcels of this earth ufurp^d 

By violence unmanly, and fore deeds 35* 

Of cruelty and blood. Nature herfelf 

Stood all fubdued by him, and open laid 

Her every latent glory to his view. 

All intelle^ual eye, our folar round 
Pirfi: gazing through, he by the blended power 40 
Of gm<vitation and propBim law 
The’ whole in fdent harmony revolve. 

From unaflilied vilion hidjr the moons 
To chear remoter planets numerous form’d. 

By him in all their mingled tradts were feen. 

He allb £x’d our wandering queen of night, 

Whether Ihe wanes into a fcanty orb| 

Or, waxing broad, trfth her pale feadowy light. 

In a foft deluge overflows 4 e Iky. 

Her every motipti dear-difeeming,* he f ® 

Adjuflcd to the mutual mafe, and taught 
Why now the mighty mafe of water ^elfe 
Refifllds, heaving on the rocks. 

And the full river tummg \ dS agdn 



I'D THE Memory of Sir Isaac Newton. 147 

The tide revertive, unattraded, leaves 55 

A yellow wafte of idle lands beMnd. 

Then breaking hence, he took his ardent flight 
Through the blue infinite j and every flar. 

Which the clear concave of a winter’s night 

Pours on the eye^ or aflronomic tube, 60 

Far-ftretching, fnatches from the dark abyfs ; 

Or fuch as farther in fucceflive Ikies 
To fancy Ihine alone, at his approach 
Blaz’d into funs, the living centre each 
lOf an harmonious fyflem : all combin’d^ 65 

And rul’d unerring by that fingle power. 

Which draws the flone projeded to the ground. 

O, unprofufe magnificence divine I 
O, wifdom truly perfe^ ! thus to call 
From a few caufes fuch a fcheme of things> yo 

EfFefls fo various, beautiful, and great* 

An univerfe complete I And, O belov’d 
Of Heaven ! whofe well-purg’d penetrative eye. 

The myflic veil transpiercing, inly fcann’d 
The rifing, moving, wide-eflablifli’d frame. 75 
He, firflofmen, with awful mng purfued 
The comet through the Jong elliptic curve. 

As round innumerous worlds he wound his way ; 

Till, to the forehead of our evening iky 
Return’d, the blazing wondfix glares anew, 00 

And o’er the trembling natic^s fltakes dUmay* 

The heavens are all his. own s the wild rule 

Of whirling <vmk$s^ and drcKng^Wi^ 

To their firft great fimpKaty^refior^d^ 

h z 
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The fchools allonifli’d Hood ; but found it vain 85 
To combat fbll with demonftration Hrong, 

And, unawaken’d dream beneath the blaze 
Of truth. At once their fleaiing vifions fled. 

With the gay fhadows of the morning mix’d. 

When Newton rofe, our philofophic fun. 90 

Th’ aerial flow of found was known to him. 

Prom whence it iirft in wavy circles breaks. 

Till the touch’d organ takes the meifage in. 

Nor could the darring beam of fpeed immenfe, 

Efeape Hs Iwift purfuit, and meafuring eye. 95 ^ 

Ev’n light itfelf, which evfery thing difplays. 

Shone undifcover’d, rill his brighter mind 
Untwifled all the fbimng robe of day ; 

And, from the whitening undfiHnguilh’d blaze, 

Cblleding every ray into his kind, loo 

To the charm’d eye educ’d the gdrgedus train 

Of parent-colours. Firft the flaming red 

Sprung vivid forth 5 die tawny oratige next 5 

And next delicious yellow ; by whofe fide 

Pell the kind beams of all-refrefliing green. 105, 

Then the pure blue, that fwells autumnal ikies. 

Ethereal play’d ; and then, of ladder hue. 

Emerg’d the deepen’d inico, as whten 

The heavy-lkirled eVetuhg drtjopi? with 

ffeile the laH gleamfhgs of tefraewfa fight i 

Dy’d in the feting viotet away. 

Thefe, when the clouds difli! tM fcower. 

Shine oat diBinB, addwh ihl Miby 5 
While o’er our heads Ae detey lihfe feds 

Delightful, 



To THE Memory of Sir Isaac Newton^ 

PeKghtful, melting on the fields beneath. I15 

Mynads of mingling dyes from thefe refult. 

And myriads iHll remain ; infinite fource 
Of beauty, ever-blulhing, ever-new ! 

Did ever poet image aught fo 
Dreaming in whiipering groves, by the hoarfe brook ! 
Or prophet, to whole rapture heaven defcends I 
Ev’n now the fetting fun and jSiifting clouds. 

Seen, Greenwich, from thy lovely heights, declare 
How jujft, how beauteous, the refraSiive la-w^ 

The noifelels tide of time, aH bearing down jas 
To vafi: eternity^s unbounded fea. 

Where the green iflands of the happy fliine. 

He fiemm’d alone ; and to th,e fource (involv’d 
Deep in primeval gloom) afcending, lais’d 
His lights at equal dhftances, to guide 130 

Hiftoiian, wilder’d on his darkfome way. 

But who can number up his labours ? who 
His high difcoveries fing I when but a few 
Of the deep-Hudying race can firetsh their minds 
To what he knew : in fancy *s lighter thought, 135 

How fhall the Mufe then gr^ip the migluy theme I 
What wonder thence that Ms devotion fwell’d 
Refponfive to his knowledge I For could fae^ 

Whofe piercing mental eye difhfive 
The finilh’d umverfiity tfhkig$> ^ 

In all its order, magmtude, md 
Forbear incelTaut tao adpre that power 
Wha fills, fufiains* and ndluates the whple^ 

Say# jp heft w 

L 3 . " Who 
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Who fa\v him in the fofteft lights of life, 14 j 

All unwi^hheld, indnlging to his friends 
The vafl: imborrow’d treafures of his mind. 

Oh, Ipeak the wondrous man ! how mild, how calm. 
How greatly humble, how divinely good ; 

How firm ellablilhM on eternal trutli ; 150 

Fervent in doing well, with every nerve 
Still prefTmg on, forgetful of the paft. 

And panting for perfedion : far above 
Thofe little cares, and vilionary joys. 

That fo perplex the fond impallion"d heart 15^ 

Of ever-cheated, ever-trufting man. 

And you, ye hopelefs gloomy- minded tribe. 

You who unconfcious of thofe nobler flights 
That reach impatient at immortal life, 

Againft the prime endearing privilege i6q 

Of being dare contend, fay, can a foul 
Of fuch extenfive, deep, tremendous powers. 
Enlarging flill, be but a flner breath 
Of fphits dancing through their tubes awhile, 

And tlien for ever lofl in vacant air ? 

But, hark ! methirks I hear a warning voice. 
Solemn as when fome awful change is come, 

Sound through the dme^^ym0mjiirs^sftjli 

And 1 refign my 

That build the towering pyrantid, ifq 

Triumphal archv the monument efac’ 4 » 

By ruthiefs ruin, and whate’fe# fuppoits 
The worflnp name of hoar antiquity, 

Ppwn |o the daft 1 what gr^mdeur cpi ye boaft 


WhHe 



To T^E Memory of Sir Isaac Newton. 151 

While Newton lifts his column to the Ikies, 175 

Beyond the W9.fl:e of dme. Let no we^k drop 
Be Ihed for him. The virgin in her bloom 
Cut piL the joyous youth, and darling child, 

Thefe are the tombs that claim the tender tear. 

And elegiac fong. But Newton calls iSo 

Bor other notes of gratulation high. 

That now he wanders through thofe endlefs worlds 
He here fo well defcried, and wondering talks. 

And hymns their author with his glad compeers. 

O, Britain’s boaft I whether with angels thou 185 
Sittefi: in dread dilcourfe, or fellow-blefl. 

Who joy to fee the honour of their kind ; 

Or whether, mounted on cherubic wing. 

Thy fwift career is with the whirling orbs, 

Comparing things with things, in rapture loft, 190 
And grateful adoration, for that light 
So plenteous ray'd into thy mind below; 

From Light himfilf j oh, look with pity down 

On human-kind, a fi'dl erroneous rafce I 

Exalt the Ipirit of a downward world ! 195 

O’er thy dejeded country chief preftde. 

And be her Genius caE’d ! her ftudies raife, 

Corred her manners, and infpire her youth. * 

For, though depraved and funk, fte brought thee forth. 
And glories in thy name ; Ihe points thee out aoo 
To all her fons, and bids them eye thy fta^ 2 
While, in expedmice of the fecond life. 

When time fhall be no more; thy facred duft 
gleeps with her kings, and dign 5 $es the fcene. 

A POSM 
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A POEM, 

To' the M-emory of the Right Hon. Lord TALBOT^ 
Loid Chancellor of Great Britain. Addrefled to 
his Son. 

I L E, with the public, you, my Lord, lament 
^ ^ h friend and father loft ; permit the Mufe, 
The Mufe affign’d of old a double theme, 

To praife dead worth, and humble living pride, 

Whofe generous talk begins where intereft ends, j 
Permit her on a Talbot’s tomb to lay 
This cordial verfe ftncere, by truth infpr’d. 

Which means not to beftow, but borrow fame. 

Yes, Ihe may iing ins matchlefs virtues now — 
Unhappy that fee may —But where begin I lo 

How from the diamond fingle out each ray. 

Where all, though trembling with ten thoufand hues, 
EiFufe one dazzling undivided light ? 

Let the low-minded of thefe narrow days 
No more pi dame to deem the lofty t:iie 15 

Of ancient times, in pity to their own, 

Romance. In Talbot we united faw 
The piercing eye, the <|uidc etdightcn’d foul. 

The graceful eafe, the flowing tongue of Greece, 
Join’d to the virtues and the force of Rome. zq 
Eternal Wifdom, that al^uickening fun. 

Whence every life, bi juf pmpoition, draws 
I>ire6:ing light and afeatbg iame, 

JJe’er with a larger por|fon of its 
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To THE Memory of Loro T arbot, 15I 

^waken’d mortal day, Henco fbaiy^ calm, 35| 
DiiFufive, deep, aod dear, his reafoa ikw. 

With inftantaneous vmw, the trath of thmgsil 
Chief vwhat to human hfe and human biifs 
Pertains, that nobleii: fcieace, fit for man ; 

And hence, refponfive to his knowledge, glow’d 30 
His ardent virtue. Ignorance and vice. 

In confort foul agree ; each heightening eada ; 

While virtue draws fiom knowledge brighter fire. 
What grand, what comely, or what tender ^fenfe. 
What talent, or what vktue, was not his ; 55 

What that can render man or great, or good. 

Give ufeful worth, or amiable grace ? 

Nor could he brook in tudious lhade to He, 

In foft retiiement, indolently pleas’d 
With feliiih peace. The fyrea of d-o wife, 40 

(Who fteals th’ Aonian fong, and, in the ihape 
Of virtue, wooes them from a worthltfs world) 

Though deep he felt her charms, could never melt 
His flrenuous fpirit, recolledcd, cakn. 

As filent night, yet adive as the day. ^5 

The more the bold, the bqftling, and the bad, 

Frefs to ufurp the reins of power, i^e more 
Behoves it viuue, with indignant zeal. 

To check their comHnation. Shall low vfews 
Of fneaking intereH or Itqcuricms vi<^, 

The villain’s pafioos, (^nicken more to to 4 !| 

And dart a Bveflier vigour tfiron^ die foul. 

Than thofe that, mingled with our truefi: gwd. 

With prefent honour md immortal fame. 
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Jnvolve the good of all ? An empty form j 

Is the weak virtue, that amid the lhade 
Xiamenting hea, with future fchemes amus’d. 

While wickednefs and folly, hndred pmiers^ 

Confound the world. A Talbot’s, different far, 
Sprung ardent into adion ; aftion, that difdain’d j6o 
To lofe in deathhke floth one pulfe of life. 

That might be fav’d ; difdain’d for coward eafe. 

And her infipid pleafures, to refign 
The prize of glory,, the ] 5 ;een fw^eets of toil. 

And thofe high joys that teach the truly great 
To live for others, ^d for others die. 

Early, behold 1 he breaks benign on life. 

Not breathipg more bepeficence, the fpring 
Leads in her fwelling train the gentle airs. 

While gay, behind her, fmiles the kindling waiie yp 
Of rufBan Horms and winter’s lawlefs rage^ 

In him Aftrea, to this dim abode 
Of ever-wandering men, return’d again ; 

To blefs them hjs delight, to biing them back. 

From thorny error, from unjoyous wrong, yg 

Into the paths of kind primeval faith, 

Of happinefs and juftioe. All his parts. 

His virtues all, oollefted, 'fought the good 
Of human-kind. FortMfbe, fervent, felt 
yhe throb of patpots, when they model flates : 8 a 

Amdous for rte, nor needful fleep could hold 
His fiill-awaken’d foul 5 nor friends had charms 
To fteal, with j^eafmg guile, one ufefui hour ; 

T <^1 knew no languor, no attraSion joy. 

Thup 



To THE Memohy Of Lorb Tai^bot. 355 

Thus with unwearied jfteps, by virtue led, 8 g 

He gam’d the fummit of that facred hill. 

Where, raib’d above black envy’s darkening clouds. 
Her fpotlefs temple lifts its radiant front. 

Be nam’d, viftorious ravagers, no more ! 

Vanifti, ye human comets i finink your blaze I 90 
Ye that your glory to your terrors owe. 

As, o’er the gazing defolated earth. 

You fcattcr’d famine, peftilence, and war 5 
Vamlh 1 before this vernal fun of fame; 
l^fTuIgent fweetnefs ! beaming life and joy* 95 

How the heait liften’d while he, pleading, Ipoke I 
While on th* enlighten’d mind, with winning art. 

His gentle reafon fo peifuafive ftole. 

That the charm’d hearer thought it was his own. 

Ah I when, ye ftudious of the laws, again too 

Shall fuck enchanting Icdbns bleft your ear ? 

When fhail -again the darkeii truths, perplext. 

Be fet in ample day ? when fhall the harih 
And arduous open into frailing eafe ? 

The folid mix with elegant delight ? 105 

His was the talent with the pureft light 
At once to pour conv 5 £lion on the foul. 

And warm with lawful Bame th’ iinpalHon’d heart, ^ 
That dangerous gift with Mm was fefely lodg’d " 

By Heaven— He, facred to Ms country’s caufe, txo 
To trampled want and worth, to fuftering right. 

To the lone widow’s and her orphah’s v^oes, 

Referv’d the mighty charm. With e^ual brow, 
Deipifing then the fmite or frowns of power. 

Bn 
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15 ^ 

He all that nobleft eloquence eiFus’d, i jj 

With generous pafiion, taught by reafon, breathes : 
Then fpoke the man ; and, over barren art. 

Prevail’d abundant nature. Freedom then 
His client was, humanity and truth. 

Plac’d on the feat of jufKce, there he reign’d, 120 
In a fuperior fphere of cloudlefs day, 

A pure intelligence. No tumult there, 
dark emotion, no intemperate heat 
No paflion e’er difturb’d the clear ferene 
That round him Ipread. A steal for right alone, 1 25 
The love of juiHce, hke the feady fun. 

Its equal ardour lent j and fometimes rais’d 
Againft tire fons of violence, of pride. 

And bold deceit, lik indignation gleam’d. 

Yet ftiH by fober dignity reftrain’d. 130 

As intuition qmck, he fnatch’d the truth. 

Yet with progrelSve patience, Hep by Hep, 
Self-difiident, or to the flower kind. 

He through the maze of falfehood trac’d it on. 

Till, at the laH, evolv’d, it full appear’d, 135 

And ev’n the lofer own’d the juH decree. 

But when, in fenates, he, to freedom Arm, 
^Enlighten’d freedom, plann’d falubrious laws. 

His various ^earning, hk wide knowledge, then, 

Pb deqj into Britannia’s weal, 141^ 

spontaneous feem’d from Ample fenfe to Sow, 

^nd the plain patriot iinooth’d the bre^ of law, 

ISfo %dous fwdi, no frothy pmnp of words, 
pell on the ekated earj no ft^jr’dmaase 


Qf 
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Of Reclamation, to perplex the right, 145' 

He darkening threw around i fafe in itfelf. 

In its own force, afl-powerful reafon fpoke ; 

While on the great, the ruling point, at once. 

He iiream’d deafive day, and ihow*d it vain 
To lengthen farther oat the clear debate. 150 

ConvK^ion breathes conviction ; to the heart. 

Pour’d ardent forth in eloquence unhsi. 

The heart attends : for let the n^enad try 
Their every haidening flupifymg art. 

Truth mull prevail, zeal will enkandle zeal, sjj 
And nature, fkilful touch’d, is honeft ililL 
Behold him in the councils of his prinCe. 

What faithful %ht he lends ! How rare, in courts. 
Such wifdom ! fuch abilities ! and, join^ 

To virtue fo determined, public ifeeai, 160 

And honour of fuch adamantine proof. 

As ev’n cormprion, hopeiefs, ami 

Durll not have tmpudl Yet of manners thSd, 

And winning every heart, he knew to jdeafe. 

Nobly to pleafe ; while equally he fcom’d 165 

Or adulation to receive, or g^ve. 

Happy the Hate, irfttaie Wakes a m&ig eye 
Of fuch infpeCHott keen, and general care ! 

Beneath a guard & vigilant, fo ^are. 

Toil may reSgn his head to 17# 

And ever-jealous freedom fkep In peace, 

Ahi lofrimtimely! foft 

And many a patridt coa^fel wl 3 i him loftl 

Oounfels, thatlii%^ have 

Her 
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Her native foe, from eldeft time by fate 17^ 

Appointed, as did once a Talbot’s arms. 

Let learning, arts. Jet univerfal worth. 

Lament a patron ioH, a friend and judge* 

Unlike the fans of vamty, that veil’d 

Beneath the patron’s pxolHtated namei> 1 80 

Dare faaihce a tvorthy man to pride. 

And Hafli confuhon o’er an honefl cheek* 

■When he confeir'd a grace, it feem’d a debt 
Which he to merit, to die public, paid. 

And to the great all-bounteoiis fource of good. 1 85 
His fympaddfing heart itfeif receiv’d 
The generous obligation he bellow’d. 

This, this indeed, is patronizmg worth. 

Their kind protect him*tiie Mufes own. 

Blit &om with noble pride the boailed aid 190 

Of taftelefs vanity’s infulting hand. 

The gradons ^eam, that chears the letter’d world> 

1$ not the noify gift of fmnmer s noon, 

Whofe fndden current, ftom the naked root, 

Waihes the litde foil which yet remain’d, jpj 

And only more dejefts the blafliing Howers : 

No, ’ds the foft-defoending dews at eve. 

The filent treafares of the vernal year, 

Indnlg^g deep their ftoies, the Ml night long ; 

Till, with retorning morn, tbeirefoen’d world, zoo- 
h fragrance all, all beauty, joy, and fong. 

Still let me view him in the pleafing %ht 
Of private life, where pomp forgets to glare* 

And tvhero die plain unguarded foul is feen^ 
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There, with that trueii: greatnefs he appear’d, 20J 
Which thinks not of appearing ; kindiy veil’d 
In the foft graces of the friendly fcene, 

Infpiring focial confidence and eafe. 

As free the converfe of the wife and good. 

As joyous, difentangling every power, 210 

And breathing mix’d improvement with delight. 

As when amid the various-bloffom’d fpring. 

Or gentle-beaming autumn’s penfive lhade. 

The philofophic mind with nature talks. 

Say ye, his fons, his dear remains, with whom 215 
The father laid fuperfiuous fiate afide. 

Yet rais’d your filial duty thence the more. 

With fiiendihip lais’d it, with efteem, with love. 
Beyond the ties of blood, oh I fpeak the joy. 

The pure ferene, the chearful wifdom mild, 220 
The virtuous fpirit, which his vacant hoars. 

In femblance of amufement, through the breaft 
Infus’d, And thou, O * Randle I lend thy firain. 
Thou darling friend I thou brother of his fijul ! 

In whom the head and heart their ftores unite ; 225 

Whatever fancy paints, invention pours. 

Judgment digefis, the weB^tun’d Eofom feel#. 

Truth natural, moral, or divine, has taught. 

The Virtues didlate, or the Mnfes feg- 

Lend me the plaint, Which, m the Imdfy nndn, ’ 23^ 

With memory converfing, you wij! pour. 

As on the pebbled Above you, penfive, Iray, 

e Isle Eilh^ of in Irda^^ 
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Where Derry^s mountaiiis a bleak crefcent form* 

And mid their anaple round receive the waves# 

That from the frozen pole# refounding# rulh# 235 
Impetuous. Though fmm native fun-ihine driven. 
Driven from your friends# the fun-fhine of the foul# 

By ilanderous 2eal# and politics infirm# 

Jealous of worth 5 yet will you biefs your lot. 

Yet will you mumi^ m your glorious fate# 240 

Whence Talbot’s friendikip glows to future times# 
Intrepid, warm; of fendred tempers bom; 

Nurs’d# fey ejsperieime# into flow efleeln. 

Calm confidence isntounded# love not blind# 

And the fwect light from mingled minds difcios’d# 24$ 
From mia^bd «ch<^fc oik as burfls the fire* 

3 too remember wefl that cheatfhl bowl# 

Which round Ids table flow’d, Theferious diere 
Mix’d with the ’^th the leam’d the plain ; 

Mirth Ibfren’d wjfilsm# mndeur temper’d fiikth ; ajO 
And wit its honey lettt# without the fling* 

Not fim|de nature’s fons. 

The blaaaarfeft litdiims# w>«mdtlieforefl-dheat. 

In fanny lawn m flmdy fee# 

Hold ipore aUd^tfeed honVerfe , aor, of old# 255 

Fume’s confiiis, hlfr'dlfrW-fivaii% 

As on the pitidafr ' 

They 
jJor y^ 

Wler& 260 

Mom ekgtnt^mnanity#* ' 

’^«ore refin’d# 

But 



To tHE Memohy qf To^d Talbot, i6x 
feut far beyond the little vulgar bounds^ 

Of family, or fnends> or nauve land. 

By juH degrees, and with proportion’d flame, 245 
Extended his benevolence ; a friend 
To human kind, to parent nature’s works. 

Of free accefs, and of engaging graces 
Such as a brother to a brother owes. 

He kept an open judging ear for all, 270 

And fpread an open countenance, where fmil’d 
The fair effulgence of an Open heart ; 

While on the rich, the poor, the high, the low. 

With equal ray, his ready goOdnefs Ihone ; 

For nothing human foreign n^jas to him* 275 

Thus to a dread inheritance, my Lord> 

And hard to be fupported> you fucceed : 

But, kept by virtue^ as by virtue gain’d, 

It will, through latefi: time, enrich your race. 

When groffer wealth fliall moulder into duft, 280 
And with their authors in oblivion flmfc 
Vain titles lie, the fervile badges oft 
Of mean fubmiflion, not the meed of worth. 

True genuine honour its large patent holds 

Of all mankind^ through every 1 ^ and age^ ^85 

Of univerfal reafon’^i various ions. 

And ev’n of God hhufelf, Ible peife^ judged 
Yet know, thefe nobleft honours of die ihind 
On rigid terms defeend ; the high*plac*d heir^ 

Scann’d by the public ey^e, that^ with keen ga%e, 
Malignant fedcs our faults, cannot through life. 

Amid the namekfs infefl^ of a ccmrt> 

VoL. LV. M 


Unheeded 
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Unheeded fteal : but, with his fire compar’d. 

He muft be glorious, or he mull be fcorn’d. 

This truth to you, who merit well to bear 295 

A name to Britons dear, th’ ofEcious Mule 
May fafely {mg, and ling without referve. 

Vain were the plaint, and ignorant the tear. 

That Ifiould a Talbot mourn. Ourfelves, indeed. 

Oar country robb’d of her delight and drength, 300 
We may lament. Yet let us, grateful^ joy. 

That we ftch virtues fenew^ f^eh virtues felt. 

And feel them teaching our views to rife 
Through ever-brightening fcenes of future worlds. 

Be dumb, ye worft of zealots 1 ye that, prone 305 
To thoughtlels dud, renounce that generous hope. 
Whence every joy below its fpirit draws. 

And every pain its balm ; a Talbot’s light, 

A Talbot’s rirtues, claim another fource. 

Than the blind maze of undeligning blood 5 310 

Nor, when that vital fountain jdays no more. 

Can they be quench’d amid the gelid dream. 

Methinks I fee his mounting ^irit, freed 
From tangling earth, regain the realms of day. 

Its native country^ whence, to blefs mankind, 315 
Internal goodnefs, on tins darklbme 
Had my’d it down a white. BehoM 1 approv’d 
By the tremendous Judg^ of heavai andi^th. 

And to th’ Almighty Father’s join’d. 

He takes his rank, in glory, and in blifs, 3Z0 

Amid the human worthies. Glad around 
Crowd Itis compatriot Ihades,^^ and point ftam out. 



To THE Memory jOf Loro Talbot, 

With joyful pride, Britaimia’s blamelefs boaft. 

Ah ! who is he, that with a fonder eye 

Meets thine enraptured ? — ’Tis the beft bf fons 1 325 

The beft of friends 1 — Too foon is realia’d 

That hope, which once forbad thy tears to flow ! 

Meanwhile the kindred fouls of every land, 

(Howe’er divided in the fretful days 

Gf prejudice and error) iningled noWi 330 

In one fele<Si:ed never-jarring date. 

Where God himfelf their only monarch reigns. 

Partake the joy 5 yet, luch fenfe that flail 
Remains of earthly woes, for us below. 

And for our lofs, they drop a pitying tearj 33I 

But ceafe, prefumptuous Mufe, nor vainly fl:rive 
To quit this cloudy ^here that binds thee down : 

*Tis not for mortal hand to trace thefe fcenes. 

Scenes, that our grofs ideas groveEng call 
Behind, and Mke our boldefl: language dumb. 340 
Forgive, imfliortal fhade ! if aught from earth, 

From dufl low-warbled, to thofe groves dan rife. 

Where flows celeftial harmony, forgive 

This fond faperfluods Verfe, Wl 9 i deep-ifelt voice. 

On every heart impref^M, thy d^s theln 0 ves ^ 345 
Attefl thy praife. Th/ prSfe the v^do#’^ fi|Si5, 

And orphan^s tears embalm. The gdoS,'’ the bad^ . 

The fons of juflice and the fobs of flrife, 

AH who or freedom ot who ihterefl prtsse^ 

A deep-divided nation’s parties alU * 

Confpire to fwell thy fpmifefs prfe to heavfen. 

Glad heaven reteivesitr^ferap|Scfy»^ ^ 

M a With 
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t€4. 

With fongs of triumph thy arrival hail. 

How vain this tribute then ! this lowly lay t 
Yet nought is vain which gratitude infpires. 355 
The Mufe, befides, her duty thus approves 
To virtue^ to her country, to mankind. 

To ruling nature, that, in glorious charge, 

As to her prieftefs, gives it her, to hymn. 

Whatever good and excellent Ihe forms^ 360 


FOEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


, TO HIS ROVAI. HIGHNESS 

THE PRINCE OF WALES* 

"llin^HILE fecret-lesiguing nations frown around, 

^ ^ Ready to pour the long-expe£ted ftorm 5 
While She, who wont theTefflefe Gaul ta bound, 
9ritanma, droojring, grows an empty form ^ 

While on our vitals feifife .parties prey, 

And deep corruption eats our foul away : 

Yet itr the Goddcfs of &e Main appears % 

A gleam of joy g^y-d^tong eveiy gi*ace. 

As Ihe the cordial voice of mHEons he^s. 

Rejoicing, zealous, 

Strait her.ri^n^ng eyes refume their Sre, 

The Virtues Imilc;^ the time iie lyie* 

But 
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But more enchanting than the Mufe^s fong. 

United Britons thy dear OiFspring hail ; 

The city triumphs through her glowing throng ; 

The Ihepherd tells his tranfport to the dale ; 

The Tons of rougheft toil forget their pain. 

And the glad failor chears the midnight main. 

Can aught fiom fair Augufta’s gentle blood. 

And thine, thou fnend of liberty ! be born 
Can aught fave what is lovely, generous, good ; 

What will, at once, defend us, and adorn ? 

From thence prophetic joy new Edwards eyes. 

New Henrys, Annas, and Elizas rife. 

May fate my fond devoted days extend. 

To ling the promis’d glories of thy r^gn ! 

What though, by years deprefsM, my Mufe might bend ^ 
My heart will teach her IHIl a nobler Hrain i 
How, with recover’d Britsurt, will Ihe fear. 

When France infults, and Spain lhall rob no more. 

VERSES occalioned by the Deatit of Mr. Aik man, 
a particular Friend af the Audior’s. 

A S thofe we love decay^ we die in part, 

String after is fevered from the heart ; 

Till loofen’d life, at lafr, but breathing clay. 

Without one pang is glad to fall away. 

Unhappy he, who latifr feels the Vow, 

Whole eyes have wept o’er every friend laid low, 
Dragg’d lingering on from partial death to death, 

Tdl, dying, all he can relign is breath* 

M3 ODE. 



THOMSON’ 


tss 


ODE. 

1 . 

L L me, thou foul of her I lore, 

4* Ah ! tell me, whither art thou fledj 
f 0 what delightful world above, 

Appmnted for the happy dead ? 

n? 

pr doft thou, free, at pleafurc, rpam. 

And fometimes lhare thy lover’s woe; 
Where, void of thee, his chparle^ home 
Can nojv, alas ! no comftut know ? 

HI. 

Oh ! if thou hpver’lf round my walk. 

While, under every well'known tree, 

I to thy lancy’d lhadow t^k, 

Apd every tear is full of jhee j 

?V- 

Should then the weary eye of grief, 

Befide fome fympa&edc ftream, 

|n flomber find a Ihort relief, 
ph, vifit t|ipu my foo|hing dream J 
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epitaph on Miss STANLEY^ 
In Holyrood Church, Southampton, 

E. S. 

Once a lively image of human nature. 

Such as Gon made it 

When he pronounced every work of his to be good* 
To the memory of Elizabeth Stanley, 
Daughter of George and Sarah Stanley ; 

Who, to all the beauty, jnodefly. 

And gentlenefs of nature. 

That ever adorned the moft amiable woman. 
Joined all the fo;rtitude, devation. 

And vigour of mind, • 

That ever exalted the moft horoical man ; 

Who having lived the pride and delight of her parents. 
The joy, the confolation, and pattern of her friends, 
A miftrefs not only of the Englifh and French, 

But in a high degree of die Greek and Roman leaming. 
Without vanity or pedantry. 

At the age- of dghteen. 

After a tedious, painful, defperate illnefs. 
Which, mth. a Roman ipirit> 

And a Chrifliah refignarioui 
She endured fo calmly, that fhe feemed infenfible 
To all pain and fuffeiing, except that of her friends. 
Gave up her innocent foul to her Creator, 

And left to her mother, who created this monument, 

* See what Is f^dof this lajJy m « Soimncr,’* 

M f Th0 
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The memory of her virtues for her greater fupport i 
Virtues which, in her fex and ftation of life. 
Were all that could be pra^lifed. 

And more than will be believed. 

Except by thofe who know what this iafcnption relates* 

HERE, Stanley, reft, efcap’d this mortal ftrife. 
Above the joys, beyond the woes of life. 

Fierce pangs no more thy lively beauties ftain. 

And fiemly try thee wth a yea^r of pain : 

No more fweet patience, feigning oft relief, 

Lights thy fick eye, to cheat a parent’s grief : 

With tender art, to fave her anxious gro^n. 

No more thy bofoxn preiTes down its own : 

Now weibearn’d peace is thine, and blifs fincere ; 
Ours be the lenient, not unpleafmg tear ! 

O, born to bloom, then link beneath the fiorm,,^ 

To fliaw us Virtue in her faireft foim ; 

To ftiow us aitlefs Reafon’s moral reign. 

What boaftfal Science arrogates in vain ; 

Th’ obedient palTions knowing each their part ; 

Calm light the head, and harmony the heart 1 
Yes, we muft follow fcon, will glad obey. 

When a few funs have roll’d their cares away,. 

Tir’d with vain life, will clofd the willing eye : 

^Tis the great birth-iight of mankind t€ dk* 

Bleft be the bark ! that wafts us to the fhore. 

Where death-divided friends ftiall part no more : 

To join thee there, here with thy duft repofe, 

|s ail tlie hope thy haplefe mother kno^s. 
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To the Reverend Mr. MURDOCH, Rcdor of 
Straddiihall, in SuiFolk, 1738. 

T hus fafelylow, my friend, thou can^fl not fall : 

Here reigns a deep tranquillity o’er all ; 

No noife, no care, no vanity, no drife ; 

Men, woods, and fields, all breathe untroubled life. 
Then keep each palfion down, however dear ; 

Trull me the tender are the moll ievere. 

Guard, while ’tis thine, thy phfiofophic eafe. 

And alk no joy but tliat of virtuous peace | 

Tte bids defiance to the fiorms of fate : 

High blifs is oidy for a higher fiate. 

A PARAPHRASE on the latter Part of the Sixth 
Chapter of St. Matthew. 

T T^H E N my breafl labours with oppreiHve care, 

’ ^ And o’er my cheek defcends the faffing tear ; 
While all my warring paflions are at firife, 

O, let me liilen to the words of lift ! 

Raptures deep-felt his do^lrine did 

And thus he rais’d from earth the drooping heart. 

Think not, when all your fcanty fiores ^fibrd,^ ' 

Is fpread at once upon the fparxng board ; ^ 

Think not, when worn the homely robe appears. 
While, on the roof, the howling temped bears | ^ 

What farther lhali this feeble life fuftain, 

Ai^id what ihall clothe theft ihii!i?ring limbs again. 
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Say, does not fife its nouiifliment exceed ? 

And the fair body its inveifing weed ? 

Behold I and look away your low delpair— » 

See the fight tenants of the barren air : 

To them, nor Hores, nor granaries, belong. 

Nought, but the woodland, and the plealxng long ; 
Yet, your kind heavenly Father bends his eye 
On the leaft wing, that ihts along the iky. 

To him they ling, when ipring renews the plain, y 
To liim they cry in winter’s pinching reign ; t 

Nor is their mafic, nor their plaint in vain : J 

He hears !he gay, and the <fiilref 3 ful call,- 
And with unbaring bounty fills them all. 

Obferve the rifing lily’s fnowy grace, 

Obferve the various vegetable race ; 

They neither toil, nor ^in, but carelefs grow. 

Yet fee how warm they blulh ! how bright they glow ! 
What regal vefiments can with them compare ! 

What king fo ihining ! or what queen fo fair ! 

If, ceafelefs, thus die fowls of heaven he feeds. 

If o’er the fields fuch ludd robes he ipreads ; 

Will he not care for you, ye faithlels, fay ? 

{3 he unwife I or^ ate ye lefs than they I 
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The Incomparable SOPORIFICK DOCTOR. 

S WEET, flceky Do£lor ! dear pacific foul ! 

Lay at the beef, and fuck the vital bowl ! 

Still let th’ involving fmoke around thee fly. 

And broad-look’d dulnefs fettle in thine eye. 

Ah I foft in down thefe dsdnty limbs repofc. 

And in the very lap of flumber doze ; 

But chiefly on the lazy day of grace. 

Call forth the lambent glories of thy face ; 

If aught the thoughts of dinner can prevail. 

And fure the Sunday^s dinner cannot fail. 

To the thin church in fleepy pomp proceed. 

And lean on the Lethargic Book thy head. 

Thefe eyes wipe often with the hollow’d lawn. 
Profoundly nod, immeafurably yawn- 
Slow let the prayers by thy meek lips be fung. 

Nor let thy thoughts be diftancM by thy tongue ; 

If ere the lingerers are within a call. 

Dr if on prayers thou deign’fl to think at all. 

Yet — only yet-^-the fwimming head we bend; 

But when ferene, the pujpit you afcend. 

Through eveiy joint a gentle horror creeps* 

And round you the confenting audience fleeps. 
go when an aft with llaggifh front appears. 

The horfcs ftart, and prick their quivering ears ; 
put foon as e’o* the fage is heard to bmy. 

The fields all thunder, and they bound away. 


THi 
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THE HAPPY MAN. 

H e’s not the Happy Man, to whom is given 
A plenteous fortune by indulgent heaven j 
Whofe gilded roofs on (hining columns rife, 
Andpamted walls enchant the gazei’s eyes ; 

Whofe table flows wilh hoipitable chear. 

And all the various bounty of the year; 

Whofe valiies finile, whofe gardens breathe the Spring, 
Whofe carved mountams bleat, and forefts ling ; 

For whom the cooling ihade in Summer twines. 

While his full cellars give their generous wines ; 

From whofe wide fields unbounded Autumn pours 
A golden tide into h:s fwelling ftores : 

Whofe Winter laughs; for whom the liberal gales 
Stretch the big Iheet, and toiling Commerce fails ; 
When yielding crowds attend, and pleafure ferves ; 
While youth, and health, and vigour, firing his nerves, 
Ev’n not all tliefe, in one rich lot, combin’d. 

Can make the Happy Man, without the mind ; 

Where Judgment fits ciear-fighted, and furveys 
The chain of Reafon with uneinng gasje ; 

Where Fancy lives, and to the brightening eyes, 

JBs fairer feenes, and bolder figures nfe ; 

Where focial JLove exerts her foft command. 

And plays the Fafiions with a tender hand. 

Whence every Virtue Sows, in rival firife, 
all the moral harmony of life. 

Nor canfi thou, Dodington, this truth decline, 
^hine is tie Fortune, and the Mind is thine. 

On 
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On the Report of a Wooden Bridge to be built at 
Westminster* 

B y Rufus’ Hall, where Thames polluted flows* 
Provok’d, the Genius of the river rofe. 

And thus exclaim’d : " Have I, ye Britilh fwains* 
Have I for ages lav’d your fertile plains ? 

Giv’n herds, and flocks, and villages increafe, 

'' And fed a richer than a golden fleece ? 

** Have I, ye merchants, with each fwelHng tide. 
Pour’d Afric’s treafure in, and India’s pride ? 

Lent you the fruit of every nation’s toil ? 

Made every climate yoar’s, and every foil ? 

«« Yet pilfer’d from the poor, by gaming bafe. 

Yet mufl a Wooden Bridge my waves difgrace I 
Tell not to foreign flreams the fhameful tale* 

And be it publilh’d in no Gallic vale.” 

He faid ; and, plunging to his cryflal dome. 

While o’er his head the’arcBng waters foam* 

SONG. 

L 

day the 

On mifcyefiaat* 

Why not difdofe your ten^ ISiIb, 

Not own it to die lov% mftid ? 

IL 
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IL 

The fhepherd marked Ms treacherous art;> 

Aud, foftly-figMng, thus reply’d : 

’Us true, you have fubdued my heart. 

But 0iall not triumph o’er my pride* 

IIL 

The ilave, in private only bears 

Yovlt bondage, who his love conceals % 

But when his paiEon he declares. 

You drag him at your chariot-wheelsi 

SONG. 

H A&D is the fate of him who loves. 

Yet dares not tell Ms trembling pain# 

But to the fympathetic groves. 

Bat to the lonely likening plain*. 

Oh ! when ihe blefles next your lhade. 

Oh I when her footfteps next are feen 
In flowery tra£b along the mead. 

In frelhcr mazes o’et the green> 

Ye gentle ^irits of the vale. 

To whom the tears of love are dear, 
prom dying lilHes waft a gale. 

And figh my forrows in her ear. 

O, tell her what fhe cannot blame, 

Though fear my tongue muft ever bm4 } 

Oh, tell her that my virtuous flame 
Is as her i^podefs feul refin’d* 

Not 
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Not her own guardian angel eyes 
With chafter tendemefs his care. 

Not purer her own wiihes rife. 

Not holier her own fighs in prayer. 

But, if, at firft, her virgin fear 

Should ftart at love’s fulpeffced name. 

With that of friendfhip Tooth her ear — 

True love and frlendlhip are the fame. 


SONG. 

I. 

U nless with my Amanda bleft. 

In vain I twine the woodbine bower ; 
Unlefs to deck her Tweeter breaft, 

, In vain I rear the breathing flower : 

IL 

Awaken’d by the genial year^ 

In vain the birds around me fingj 
In vain the frelhening fields appear : 

Without mj there is no 


S O 

O R ever. Fortune, tbon peeve 
An unrelei^ng foe to love. 

And when we meet a^utual heart. 
Come in between, and bid 
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Bid us figh on from day to day. 

And wifh, and wifh the foui away ; 

Till youth and genial years are fiown> 
And all the life of life is gone ? 

But bufy bofy fbll ait thou, 

T<5 bind the lovelefs joylefs vow. 

The heart from pleafure to delude. 

To join the gentle to the rode. 

For once, O Fortune, hear my praye^^ 
And I abfolve thy future care ; 

All other bleffings I lefign. 

Make but the dear Amanda mine* 


SONG. 

#^OME, gentle God of loft dej|ire> 

Come and poffefs my happy bread I 
Not, fury-like, in flames and Are, 

In rapture, rage, and nonfenfe drell^ 

Thefe are the vain dlfguife of love ; 

And, or befpeak diffembled pams> 

Or elfe a fleeting paflion proven 
The frantic fury of the veins. 

But come in friendfliip^s angel-guife s 
Yefdearer thou than fiiendfhip art t 
More tender fpirit in thy eyes^ 

More fweet emotions at the hmt^ 


O, come 
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O, come wth goodnefs in thy train. 

With peace, and tran^port void of florm. 

And, would’ll thou me for ever gain. 

Put on Amanda’s winning form, 

A NUPTIAL SONG, 

Intended to have been inferted in the Fourth Aft of 
SopHONiSBA, a Tragedy, 

« 

O M E, gentle Venus I and affuage 
A warring world, a bleeding age. 

For nature lives beneath thy ray. 

The wintery tempefts hafte away, 

A lucid calm invefts the fea. 

Thy native deep is full of thee : 

The flowering earth where-e’er you fly. 

Is all o’er ^ring, all fun the iky. 

A genial fpirit warms the breeae ; 

XJnfeen among the blooming trees. 

The feather’d lovers tune their throat. 

The defert growls a foften’d note. 

Glad o’er the meads the cattle bound. 

And love and harmony go round. 

But chief into the human heart 
You flrike the dear delicious dart; 

You teach us pleafing pangs to know 
To languifh in luxurious w<^. 

To feel the generous paffions rife. 

Grow good by gazing, mild by %hs ; 

Yol.LV* N Each 
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Each happy moment to improve. 

And hli the perfect year with love. 

Come, thou delight of heaven and earth ! 
To whom all creatures owe their birth ; 

Oh, come, fweet fmilxng ! tender, come ! 
And yet prevent our final doom. 

For long the furious god of war 
Has cruih’d us with his iron car. 

Has r^g’d along our ruin’d plains. 

Has foiPd them with his cruel fiains. 

Has funk our youth in endlefs fleep. 

And made the widow’d virgin weep. 

Novv let him feel thy wonted charms 
Oh, take him to thy twining arms I 
And, while thy bofom heaves on his. 

While deep he prints the humid kif*>. 

Ah, then * his llormy heart control;i 
And iigh thyfelf into his foul. 


ODE. 

Nightingale, beft poet of the grove. 

That plaintive fixain can ne'er belong to thee^ 
Bleft in the full poffefiion of thy love : 

0 lend that firain, fweet nightingale, to me ! 

’Tis mine, alas ! to mourn my wretched fate : 

1 love a maid who all my bofom charms. 

Yet lofe my days without this lovely mate ; 

Inhuman fortune keeps her from my arms. 
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You, happy birds ! by nature’s fimple laws 
Lead your foft lives, fuftain’d by nature’s fare; 

You dwell where-ever roving fancy draws. 

And love and fong is all your pleafing care : 

But we, vain flaves of intereft and of pride. 

Dare not be bleH left envious tongues fliould blame : 
And hence, in vain I languifti for my biide ; 

O mourn with me, fweet bird, my haplefs flame. 


TO SERAPHINA. 
ODE. 

T H E wanton’s charms, however bright. 
Are like the falfe illuflve light, 

Whofe flattering unaufpicious blaze 
To precipices oft betrays : 

But that fweet ray your beauties dart. 

Which clears the mind, and cleans the heart. 
Is bke the facred queen of night. 

Who pours a lovely gentle light 
Wide o’er the dark, by wanderers bleft. 
Conducing them to peace and reft. 

A vicious love depraves the mind, 

’Tis anguifli, guilt, and folly join’d ; 

But Seraphina’s eyes diipenfe 
A mild and gracious influence 5 
Such as in viflofes angels ihed 
Abound the heaven-illumin’d head^ 

Na 


To 
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To love thee, Seraphina, fare 
Is to be tender, happy, pure ; 

^Tis from low paffion's to efcape. 

And woo bright virtue’s faireft fhape ; 
^Tis extafy with wifdom join’d ; 

And heayen infus’d into ^le mindt 


ODE 

ON iEOLUS’s HARP^ 

L 

T? THERE A I; race, inhabitants of air. 

Who hymn your God amid the fecret grove $ 
Ye unfeen beings, to my harp repair. 

And raife majelHc ilrains, or melt in love* 

IL 

Thofe tender notes, how kindly they upbraid. 

With what foft woe they thrill the lover’s heart { 
§ure £om the hand of feme unhappy mmd. 

Who dy’d of love, thefe fweet complainings part. 

tir. 

But, hark 1 that ftrain was of a graver tone. 

On the deep firings his hand fame hermit throws ; 
Or he the facred Bard f 5 alone, 

f n the dregr wafie, and wept his people’s woes* 

• i92olits’$ Harp Js a mtificai iBftrumwt, wHch plj^ with the 
wind, invented by Mr. Ofwald j its ;^ro|ierties are defenbed in 
the Caflle of Indolence* 
f Jeremish, 


JV. Sqciv 



Occasion At poems. jtx 

IV. 

Such was the fong which Zion’s children fung, 

V/hen by Euphrates’ llream they made their plaint; 
And to fuch fadly folemn notes are iirung 
Angelic harps; to footh a dying fainti 

V. 

Metlunks I hear the full celeHial choir, [raife ; 

Through heaven’s high dome their awful anthem 
Now chanting clear, and now they all confpne 
To fweli the lofty hymn, from praife to praife* 

VI. 

Let me, ye wandering ipirits of the whid> 

Who, as wild fancy prompts you, touch the firing; 
Smit with your theme> be in your chorus join’d, 

Por till you ceafe, my Mufe forgets to fmg. 

HYMN ON SOLITUDE* 

T T A I L> mildly pleafing Solitude, 

Companion of the wife and good. 

But, from whofe holy, piercing eye. 

The herd of fools and villains fly. 

Oh I how I love with thee to walk; 

And Hflen to thy whifper’d talk. 

Which innocence and truth imparts. 

And melts the mofl obdutate hearts. 

A thoufand fhapl^s you wear with ^fe; ' 

- And ffiill in every lhape you pleafe. 

Now wrapt in feme myltenous dream, 

A lone phjlofepher you feem ; 
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Now qmck fiom hiU to vale you fly. 
And now you fweep the vaulted iky, 

A lliepherd next, you haunt the plain. 
And warble forth your oaten flrain. 

A lover now, with all the grace 
Of that fvveet paflion in your face : 
Then, calm’d to friendihip, you aflume 
The gentle-looking Harford’s bloom. 
As, with her Mufidora, fhe 
(Her Mufldoia fond of thee) 

Amid the long withdrawing vale. 
Awakes the nva^d nightingale. 

Thine is the balmy breath of morn. 
Juft as the dew-bent rofe is born ; 

And while meridian fervors beat. 

Thine is the woodland dumb retreat ; 
But chief, when evening fccnes decay. 
And the faint landikip fwims away. 
Thine is the doubtful foft decline. 

And that beft hour of mufiiig thine. 

JDefcending angels bleft thy train. 
The virtues of the fage, and fwain ; 
Plain innocence in white array’d. 

Before thee lifts her fearlefs head : 
Religion’s beams around thee flxine. 

And chear thy glooms with fight divine i 
About thee fports Iweet Liberty ; 

And rapt Urania lings to thee. 

Oh, let me pierce thy ftcret cell I 
And in thy deep receffes dwell ; 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps from Norwood’s oak-clad hill. 

When Meditation has her fill, 

I jufi: may call my carelefs eyes 
Where London’s fpiry turrets rife. 

Think of its cnmes, its cares, its pabi 
Then Ihield me in the woods again. 


PROLOGUE 

To Mr* Mallbt’s Mx^staphA. 

S INCE Athens firfi: began to draw mankind, 

TcJ pidlure life, and ftiew th’ impaffion’d mind ; 
The truly wife have ever deem’d the ftage 
The moral fchool of each enlighten’d age. 

There, in full pomp, the tragic Mufe appears. 

Queen of foft forrows, and of ufeful fears. 

Faint is the lefibn reafon’d rules impart : 

She pours it drong and bftant through the heart. 

If virtue is the theme ; we fudden glow 

With generous fiatne : and,' what we feel, we growi 

If vice Ihe paints ; indignant pillions rife : 

The villain fecdis himfelf with loathbg eyes. 

His foul darts, confcious, at another’s groan : 

And the pale tyrant trembled on hb throne. 

To-night our meaning fcene attempts to fhow 
What fell events f*om dark fufpicion flow ; 

Chief when it taints a lawlefs monarch’s mindj 
To the falfe herd of flattering flaves confin’d. 
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The foul finks gradual to fo dire a fiate $ 

Ev’n excellence but ferves to feed ks hate t 
To hate remorfelefs, cruelty fiicceeds, 

And every worth, and every virtue bleeds. 

Behold, our author at your bar appears. 

His modefi: hopes dcprefs’d by confcious fears^ 
Faults he has many — But to balance thofe. 

His verfe with heart-felt love of virtue glovvss- 
All {lighter errors let indulgence fpare : 

And be his equal trial full and fair# < 

For this bell Britilh privilege we call ; 

Then— as he merits, let him fiand, or fall. 

DENNIS TO Mr# THOMSON; 

Who bad procured Hm a Benefit-Night. 

ID EFLECTING oti thy worth, methinks I find^ 
Thy various Seaimis in their authcwr’s mind. 
Spring opes her bloffoms, various as thy Mufe* 
And, like thy foft coznpaffion, Ibeds her dews. 
Summer’s hot drought in thy expriefiion glows. 

And o’er each page a tawny ripenefs throws. 
Autumn’s rich fruits th’ infirufled reader gains^ 
Who tafies the meaning purpofo of thy iferains. 
Winter— but that no femMance takes from thee $ 
That hoary feafon yields a type of me. 

Shatter’d by time’s bleak fiorms I withexing lay, 
Jbeafiefs, and whitening in a cold decay ! 

Yet lhall my proplefs ivy, pale and bent, 

Blefe the fhort fiinftiine which thy pity lent. 
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EPITAPH 

On Mr. THOMSON. 

PI E R S to marble may their glory owe. 

And boaR thofe honours Sculpture can beEow ; 
Short-liv’d renown 1 that every moment muft 
Sink vwth its emblem, and confume to dull: i 
But Thomfon needs no artifl: to engrave. 

Prom dumb obhvion no device to lave ; 

Such vulgar mds let names Inferior afk ; 

Nature for lum alTumes herfelf the talk; 

The Seafons are his monuments of &me. 

With them to douriflx, as from them it came- 
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RECOMMENDATORY VERSES. 


On Reading Mr, W A T T S ^ s toEMs> iacred to 
Piety and Devotion* 

T3 E G AR D the man who in feraphie lays> 

And flowing numbers, flags his Maker^s praife : 
He needs invoke no fabled Mufe’s art. 

The heavenly fong comes genidne from his hfeart. 
From that pure heart* which God has deign’d t’ inipirO 
With holy raptures, and a facred Are. 

Thrice happy man I whofe foul, and guiltlefs breaft. 
Are well prepar’d to lodge th’ Almighty guefl I 
^Tis He that lends thy towering thoughts their wing* 
And tunes thy lyre, when thou attempt’ll to flag : 

He to thy foul lets-in celeflial day, 

Ev’n whxlfl: imprifon’d in this mortal clay. 

By death’s grim afpeft thou art not alarm’d. 

He, for thy fake, has death itfelf difann’d ; 

Nor lhall the grave o’er thee a viftory boaft;, 

Her triumph in thy rifing lhall be lofl. 

When thou lhalt join th’ angelic choirs above. 

In never-ending fongs of praife and love* 


VoL. LV. 
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VERSES TO' Mr, WATTS. 


To Mr, Watts, on his Poems# 

O murmuriog fheams^r in tender drains. 

My peniive Mufe no more 
Of love’s enchanting force complains, 

' Along the flowery fliore. 

No more Mirtillo’s fatal face 
My quiet breafl: alarms. 

His eyes, his air, and youthful grace. 

Have lofl their irfual charms. 

No gay Alexis in the grove 
Shall be my futme theme : 

I burn with an immortal love. 

And fing a purer flame. 

Seraphic heights I feem to gain. 

And facred traafports feel. 

While, Watts, to thy celefhal flrain. 

Surpris’d, I liflen iHII. 

The gliding flreams their courfe forbear. 

When I thy lays r^at i 
The bending forefl; lends an ear ; 

The birds their notes forget. 

With fttch a graceful harmony 
Thy numbers foil prolong'^ 

And let remoteft lands reply,. 

And echo to thy fong. 

Far 
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t’ar as the diftant regions, where 
The beauteous morning fprings. 

And fcatters odours through the air^ 

From her reiplendcnt wings ; 

Unto the new-found realms, which fee 
The latter fun arife. 

When, with an eafy progrefs, he 
Rolls down the nether ikies. 

July, 1706. Philomela *4 

To iy[r. Watts, on Reading his Hor*^ Lyric-®. 

H ail* heaven-bom Mufe ! that with ceieiiial flame;^ 
And high feraphic numbers^ durii: aUempt 
To gain thy native ikies. No common theme 
Merits thy thought, felf-confcious of a foul 
Superior, though on earth detain’d a«while 5 
Like fome propitious angtl, that’s deiign’d 
A reiident in this inferior orb* 

To guide the wandering fouls to heavenly bliis. 

Thou feem’il ; while thou their everlaiHng fongs 
Haft fung to mortal ears* and down to earth 
Transferr’d the work of heaven ; with thought fubfime> 
And high fonorous words* thou fweetly iing’ft 
To thy immortal lyre. Amaz’d, we view 
The towering height ftupendous, while thou foar’ft , 
Above the reach of vulgar eyes or thought* 

Hymning th^ Eternal Father 5 as of old 
When grft th’ Almighty from the dark abyfs 
^ A nume alTumcxi by my Rjv^h 
O z 
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Of everlaiHng night and filence call’d 
The ihining worlds with one creating word. 

And rais’d from nothing all the heavenly holls. 

And with external glories fill’d the void. 

Harmonious Seraphs tun’d their golden harps. 

And with their chearful Hallelujahs blefs’d 
The bounteous author of their happinefs 5 
From orb to orb th* alternate mulic lang. 

And from the cryfial arches of the fky 
Reach’d our then glorious world, the native feat 
Of the firft happy pair, who joined their fongs 
To the loud echo’s of th’ angelic choirs. 

And fill’d with blifsful hymns, terrefirial heaven. 
The paradife of God where all delights 
Abounded, and the pure ambrofial air. 

Farm’d by mild zephyrs, breath’d eternal fweets. 
Forbidding death and forrow, and beftow’d 
Frelh heavenly bloom, and gay immortal youth. 

Not fo, alas ! the vile apofiate race. 

Who in mad joys their brutal hours employ’d, 
AlTaulting with their impious blalphemies 
The Power fupreme that gave them life and breatli 5 
Incarnate fiends I outrageous they defy’d 
Th’ Eternal’s thunder, and almighty wrath 
Fearlefs provok’d^ which all the other devils 
Wotald dtead to meet ; remembering well the day 
When, driven from pure immort^ frats above, 

A fiery tempeft hurl’d them down the Ifeies, 

.And hung upon the rear, urging their fall 
To the dark, deep, unfathomable gulf. 


Where 
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Where bound on fulphurous lakes to glowing rocks 
With adamantine chains, they wail their woes. 

And know Jehovah great as well as good ; 

And fix*d for ever by eternal fate. 

With horror find his arm omnipotent. 

Prodigious madnefs 1 that the facred Mufe, 

Firfi: taught in heaven to mount immortal heights. 

And trace the boundlefs glofies of the Iky, 

Should now to every idol bafely bow. 

And curfe the deity ifie once ador’d^ 

Eredling trophies to each fordid vice. 

And celebrating the infernal praiie 
Qf haughty Lucifer, tire defperate foe 
Of God and man, and winning every hour 
New votaries to hell, while all the fiends 
Hear thefe accurfed lays, and, thus outdone, 

Raging they try to match the human race, 

RedcHibiing all their hellifh blalphemies. 

And with loud curies rend the gloomy vault. 

Ungrateful mortals ! ah ! too late you’ll find 
What *tis to banter heaven, and laugh at hell ^ 

To drefs-up vice in falfe delufive charms. 

And with gay colours paint her hideous face. 

Leading befotted fouls through floweiy paths. 

In gaudy dreaiigis^ and vain fantaffic joys. 

To difmal fcenes of ev^riafting woe j 

When the greaj; Judge IhaH rear his awful throng. 

And raging flames lurround the tremhKng globe. 
While the loud thunders roar fton^^pole to pole. 

And the laft trump awakes the fleeing dead 5 

O 3 And 



VERSES TO Mr* WATTS* 

And guilty fouls to ghaftly bodies driven. 

Within thofe dire eternal prifons font, 

Expeft their fad inexorable doom. 

Say now, yc men of wit I what turn of thought 
Will pleafe you then ^ Alas, how dull and poor, 

Evhi to youifelves, will your lewd flights appear ! 
How \uil you envy then the happy fate 
Of idiot? ! and peihaps in vain you’ll wifli. 

You’d been as very fools as once you thought 
Others, for the fublimefl wifdom fcorn^d ; 

When pointed lightnings from the wrathful Judge 
Shall flnge your blighted laureL, and the men 
Who thought they flew fo high, fliall fall fo low. 

No more,* my Mufe, of that tremendous thought 5 
Refume thy more delightful theme,’ and fing 
Th’ immortal man, that with immortal verfe 
Rivals the h\mns of angel j, and like them 
Defpifes mortal cri ticks’ idle rules : 

Willie the celeliial flame that warms thy foul 
Infpnes us, and with holy tranfports moves 
Oor labouring minds, and nobler feenes prefents 
Than all the Pagan Poets ever fong, 

Homer, or Virgil j and far Tweeter notes 
Than Ho^,ace ever taught his founding lyre* 

And purer far, diough Martial’s felf Height feen^ 

A mo'defl Poet in our Chrillian days. 

May , thofe forgotten and negle^led jfo. 

No more let men be fond of fabulous Gods, 

Nor He^itheri udt delmnch one Chriffian line, 

with the coarfe and daubing paint we hide 


The 
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YERSES T,o Mr. watts. 

The {Iiimng beauties of eternal truth. 

That In her native drL.f& appears moii bright, 

And charms the eyes of angels. — Oh! like thee 
Let evet) nobler gemus tune kis voice 
To fubjedis worthy of their tovveimg thoughts. 

Let Heaven and Anna then your tuneful art 
Jmpiove, and confecrate your deathlcfs lays 
To h?m who reigns above, and her who rules below. 
April 17, 1706. 

JOSEPH STANDEN. 


To Mr. Watts, on his Divine Poems» 

S AY, human feraph, whence that charming force. 
That flame 1 that foul ! which animates each linei 
And how it runs with fuch a graceful eafe. 

Loaded with ponderous fenfe 1 Say, did not He, 

The lovdy Jefus, who commands thy breaH, 

Irfpire thee with himfelf ? With Jefus dwells. 

Knit in myflerious bands, the Paraclete, 

The breath of God, the everlafting fource 
Of love : And what is love, in fouls like thine. 

But air, and incesfe to the poet’s Are ? 

Should an expiring faint, whofe fwimming eyes 
Mingle the images of things about him. 

But hear the ieall exalted of thy ilrains. 

How greedily he’d drink the mufic in. 

Thinking his heavenly eoi^voy wmted near } 

So great a flrefs of powerful harmony, 

O4 


Nature 



I* VERSES TO Dr, WATTS* 

Nature unable longer to fiiliain> 

Would fink opprefs’d with joy to endlefs 3reft. 


Let none henceforth of Pro^ddence complaint 
A^ if the world of Ipirits lay unknown, 
fenc’d round with black impenetrable night ; 

What though no ihining angel darts from thence 
With leave to publifti things conceal’d from fenfe* 

In language bright as theirs, we are here told. 
When life its narrow round of years hath roll’d. 
What ’tis employs the blefs’d, what makes theiy bills 
Songs fuch as Watts’s are, and love like his* 


But then, dear Sir, be cautious how you ufe. 

To tranfports fo intenfely rais’d your Mufe, 

Left, whilft th’ ecftatic impulfe you obey. 

The foul leap out, and drop the duller clay* 

Sept. 4, 170 ^. 

HENRY GROVE* 


To Dr. Watts, on the fiflh Edition of his 
HoRiE Ltric-®. 

SOVEREIGN of facred yerfe | accept the lays 
^ Of a young bard that dares attempt thy praifc# 
A Mufe^ the meaneft; of the votial throng. 

New to the bays^ nor equal to the 
fir’d with the growing glories of thy fame. 

Joins all her pow^s |o celebrate jthy name* 

No vulgar themes diy^pious Mufe engage, 
J|rh?ene$ of luft pollute thy facred page* 
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You in majeffic numbers mount the Ikies, 

And meet defcending angels as you nfe, 

Whofe juft applaufts chaim the crouded groves. 

And Addifon thy tuneful fong approves. 

Soft harmony and manly vigour join y 

To form the beaudes of each fprightly line, v 

For every grace of every Mufe is thine. J 

Milton, immortal bard, divinely bright, 

Condudls his favouj ite to the realms of light ; 

Wheie Raphael’s lyie charms the celeftial throng. 
Delighted cherubs liftening to the fong ; 

From bhfb to blifs the happy beings rove. 

And tafte the fvveets of muftc and of love. 

But when the fofter fcenes of life you paint. 

And join the beauteous virgin to the faint. 

When you defcribe how few theliappy pairs, 

Whofe hearts united foften all their cares. 

We fee to whom the fweeteft joys belong. 

And Myra’s beauties confecrate your long. 

Fain the unnumber’d graces I would tell. 

And on the pleafing theme for ever dwell ; 

But the Mufe faints, unequal to the flight. 

And hears thy ftrains with wonder and delight. 

When tombs of princes fliall in ruins lie. 

And all but Heaven-born piety fhall die. 

When the laft trumpet wakes the Iflent dead> 

And each MdWou^ poet hides his head. 

With thee Ihrf divine Hrania rife, ’ ' 

Crown'd with frefli kurfjs* to thy narive : 

<Jre4t 
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Great How and Gouge fbaii hail thee on thy way. 
And welcome thee to the bright leahns of day. 

Adapt tliy tuneful notes to heavenly brings. 

And join the Lync Ode while fome fair feraph fings. 

Sic Ipirat, lie optat, 

Tui amantiffimus 

BRITANNICUS. 


PRE- 
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PREFACE. 

I T has been a long complaint of the virtuous and re-» 
£ned world, that poefy, whofe oiiginal is divine> 
fhould be enflaved to vice and profanenefs ; that an art# 
infpired fiom heaven, iliould have fo far loil: the me- 
mory of its biitli-place, as to be engaged in the intei efts 
of hell. ‘ How unhappily is k peiveited fiom its moft 
glorious defign 1 How bafely has it been diiven away 
from its proper ftation in the temple of God, and 
abufed to much diftionour I The iniquity of men has 
conftrained it to ferve their vileft purpofes, while the 
fons of piety mourn the facrilcge and the ftiame. 

The eldeft fong, which hi'fory has brought down ta 
our ears, was a noble ad of woilhip paid to the God 
of Ifrael, when his right hand became gloiious in 
power; when thy right hand, O Lord, daftied in 
pieces the enemy : the chariots of Pharoah and hia 
f hofts were caft into the red fea. Thou didft blovir 
with thy wind, the deep covered them, and they fank 
as lead in the mighty waters.” Exod. xv. This art 
was maintained iacred through the following ages of 
the church, and employed by kings and prophets, by 
David, Solomon, and Ifaiah, m defenbing the nature 
and the glories of God, and in conveying grace or ven^ 
geance to the hearts of men. By this method they 
brought fo much of heaven down to this lower wprld^ 

as 
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as the darknefs of that difpenfation would admit : Aud 
now and then a divine and poetic rapture lifted their 
fouls far above the level of that oecotiomy of diadows, 
bore t^em a\vay far into a brighter region, and gave 
them a glimpfe of evangelic day. The hfe of angels 
was harmonioudy "breathed into the children of Adam, 
and their minds railed near to heaven in melody and 
devotion at once. 

In the younger days of heathenifm the Mufes were 
devoted to the fame fervice : the language in which old 
Heliod addrelTes them is this : 

AT hvcXcro a^erefov •strccrep* 

Pierian Mufes, fam’d for heavenly lays, 

Dcfcend, and fmg the God your Father’s praife.’^ 

And he purfues the fubjeft in ten pious lines, which I 
could not bear to tranfciibe, if the alpedt and found of 
fo much Greek were not terrifying to a nice reader. 

But fome of the latter Poets of the pagan world have 
debafed this divine gift ; and many of the writers of the 
firft rank, in this our age of national Chriftians, have, 
to their eternal lhame, furpalTed the vilefl of the Gen- 
jSk^* They have not only difrobed religion of ail the 
bmaments of verfe, but have employed their pens in 
rimpious mifchief. Icy deform her nati^ beauty and de- 
iSe her honours* They have expofed her moft facred 
|:harafler to drollery, and dreffed her up in a mofi: vile 
ridkdous difgUife, for the fcom of the ruder herd 
lrf*lrtnkindf The^ vices hav^ been painted like fo many 

God- 
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GbddelTes, the chaims of wit have been added to de- 
bauchery, and the»teinpUtion heightened where nature 
needs the jftrongeii: reftraints. With fweetnefs of found, 
jind delicacy of exprefiion, they have given a relilh to 
blafpliemies of the harlhed: kind 5 and when they rant 
at their Maker in fonorous numbers^ they fancy them- 
felves to have adted the hero well. 

Thus almoft in vain have the throne and the pulpit 
cried Reformation ; while the liage andHcendous poems 
have waged open war with the pious defign of church 
and jftate. The prefs has fpread the poifon far, and 
fcattered wide the mortal infedion : Unthinking youth 
have been indeed to fm beyond the vicious propenfities 
of nature, plunged early into difeafes and death# and 
funk down to damnation in multitudes. Was it for 
this that poefy was endued with all thofe allurements 
that lead the mind away in a pleafing captivity ? Was it 
for this, ihe was furniftied with fo many inteliedual 
charms, that fhe might feduce the heart from God, thp 
origmal beauty, and the moil lovely of Beings ? Can f 
ever be perfuaded, that, thofe fwcjst and reiiiHefs forces 
of metaphor, wit, ibund, and number# were given with 
this deiign, that they ihould be ail ranged under th^ 
banner of the great malicious ipirit, to invade the rights 
of heaven, and to bring fwift and everlallkg deftrat^oa 
upon men ? How will thefe allies of the nether worldf 
the lewd and profane verliBers, Band aghaB before the 
great Judge# when the Wood of many fouls, whom they 
never faw, jSiaE be laid to the charge' of writings# 
and b^ dreadfully re<ju^d/at.thek-l}^s ? The Jleve- 

xmd. 
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rend Mr. Collier has fet this awful fcene before them in 
juft and flaming colours. If the apphcation wei e not 
too rude and uncivil, that noble ftanza of my Lord 
Rofcommon, on Pfalm cxlviii, might be addrelTed to 
them : 

Ye dragons whofe contagious breath 
Peoples the dark letieats of death. 

Change your dne hifTings into heavenly fongs. 

And praife your Maker with your forked tongues.’^ 

This profanation and debafement of fo divine an art, 
has tempted fome weaker Chriftians to imagine that 
poetry and vice are naturally akm ; or at leaft, that 
Verfe is fit only to recommend trifles, and entertain our 
foofer hours, but it is too light and trivial a tnethod to 
treat any thing that is feuous and facred. They fub- 
mit, indeed, to ufe it in divine pfalmody, but they love 
the diieft tranflation of the pfalm belt. They will ven- 
ire to fing a dull hymn or two at church> m tunes 
of equal dulnefsj but ftill they perfuade themfelvesi 
and their children, thil the beauties of poefy are vain 
and dangerous. All that ari fes a degree above Mr* 
Sternhold is too airy for worfhip, and hardly efcapes 
the fentence of ** unclean and abominable.’^ It is 
ijfange, thatperfons that have the Bible in their hands j 
Ihoald be led away by thoughtlefs prejudices to fo wild 
mi rafti an opinion. Let me mtreat them not to in- 
dulge this four, this cenforious humour too far, left the 
feettd writers fall under the laih of their unlimited and 
i^.§uardcd reproaches. Let me intreat them to look 

into 
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into their Bibles, and remember the i^yle and way of 
writing that is ufad by the ancient prophets* Have 
they forgot, or were they never told, that many parts 
of the Old Teikment are Hebrew verfe ? and the fi- 
gures are Ibongei, and the metaphors bolder, and the 
images more furprifing and firange, than ever I read in 
any profane vviiier. When Deborah lings her praifes 
to the God of Ifi ad, while he inarched from the field 
of Edom, file fets the eartli a- trembling, the heavens 
drop, and the moiintams difiblve fiom before the 
Lord. They fought from heaven^ the fiars in their 
courfes fought againfi: Sifera : When the river of 
Kilhon fwept them away, that ancient river, the 
river KifiiOn. O my foul, thou haft trodden down 
« llrength ” Judg. v* &c. When EKphaz, in the book 
of Job, fpeaks liis fenfe of the hofinefs of God, he in- 
troduces a machine in a vifion : ** Fear came upon mey 
trembling on all my bones ; the hair of my fiefii ftood 
up ; a fpirit pafied by and ft<K)d ftilly but its form 
** was undifeernibie ; an image before mine eyes ; and 
filence ; Then I heard a voiccy foying. Shall mortal 
man be more juft than God &c. Job iv. When 
he deferibes the fafety of the righteous, he*' hides him 
from the fcoarge of the tongne, he makes Mm laugh at 
" deftrudion and famine, he brings the ftones of the field 
" into league mth him, and makes the brute animals 
'' enter into a covenant of peace." Job v. te. When 

Job of xhe grave, how melancholy is the gloom 

that he fpreads over it 5 " It is a region m which I mniSj' 
ihordy go> and whence I foall not return 5 it is af 

^ land 
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land of darknefs, it is darknefs itfelf, theiland of 
fhadovv of death ; all confulion and diforder, and 
where the light is as daiknefs. This is my houfe> 
** there have I made my bed : I have faid to corrup- 
lion. Thou art my father ; and to the worm^ Thou 
** art my mother and my lifter : As for my hope, who 
fltali fee it ? I and my hope go down together to the 
** bars of the pit ” Job x. 2i> and xvii* 13. When he 
humbles himfelf in complainings before the almighti-* 
nefs of God, what contemptible and feeble images 
doth \e ufe ! Wilt thou break a leaf driven to and 
** fro ? Wilt thou purfue the dry ftubble ? I confume 
** away like a rotten thing, a garment eaten by the 
moth*” Job xiiL 25, &c. ** Thou hfteft me up to the 
** wind, thou caufeft me to ride upon it, and diftblveft; 
** my fubftance.” Job xxm. 22* Can any man invent 
more defpicable ideas, to reprefent the fcoundrel herd 
and refufe of mankind, than thofe which Job ufes ? 
chap. XXX. and thereby he aggravates his own forrows 
and reproaches to amazement . They that are younger 
than I have me in derifion, whofe fathers I would 
** have difdained to have fet with the dogs of my flock : 

for want and famine they were fobtary ; fleeing into 
** the wildernefs defolate and wafte : They cut up mal- 
lows by the bulhes, and juniper-roots for their meat s 
** They were driven forth from among men, (they 
cried after them as after a thief) to dwell in the cliffs 
** of the valleys, in the caves of the earthji and in rocks: 

Among the bulhes they brayed, under the nettles 
** th^ were gati^ered together^ were children of 

** fools. 
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fools, yea, children of bafe men ; they were viler 
than the earth ; And now I am their fong, yea, I am 
their by-word,’’ &c. How mournful and HejciSled 
is the language of his own forrows ! Terrors aic 
turned upon him, they purfue Ins foul as the v^ind, 
and Ins welfare paifes away as a cbud ; his bones 
are pierced within him, and his foul is poured out : 
he goes mourning without the fun, a brother to dra- 
gons, and a companion to owls ; while his harp and 
organ are tuined into the voice of them that weep.” 
I muft tranfcribe one half of this holy book> if I would 
ihevv the grandeur, the variety, and the juflaefs of his 
ideas, or the pomp and beauty of his expreffion ; I muft 
copy out a good part of the wridngs of David and 
Jfaiah, if I would reprefent the poetical excellencies of 
their thoughts and llyle : nor is the language of the 
lelTer prophets# efpecially in foitneparagraphs> much in-* 
fenor to thefe. 

Now, while they paint human nature in its various 
forms and circum fiances, if their de%rJng be fo juft 
and noble, their difpofition fb artful, and their colour- 
ing fo blight, beyond the moll famed human writers# 
how much more mull their defcriptibns of God and 
heaven exceed all that is poliible to be faid by a meaner^ 
tongue ? When they fpeak of the dwelling-place of 
God, He inhabits eternity# and fm upcsi‘ the throne^ 
of his holinefs, in the rnidH of light inacceffible^;:’^' 
When his hoinds 4s mentiotted, The id 

clean in his light, he charges his angels^ivitff l\ 
He looks tO' the moon/ahd'it 
Vol^ly* p ' 
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ftars are not pure before his eyes ; He is a jealouS’ 
God, and a confuming £re.’’ If we fpeak of ftrength,. 
Behold, he is flrong : He removes the mountains* 
^ and they know it not : He overturns them in his an- 
ger :.He lhakes the earth from her place, and her pil- 
lars tremble : He makes a path through the mighty 
waters, he difcovers the foundations of the world t 
** The pillars of heaven are aflonifhed at his reproof.’* 
And after all, Thefe are but a portion of his ways : 

The thunder of his power who can undcrftand His 
fovereignty, his knowledge^ and his wifdom, are re- 
vealed to us in language vafBy fuperior to all the poe- 
tical accounts of heathen divinity. Let the pot- 
flierds ilrive with the potlherds of the earth j but 
** lhall the clay fay to him that fafhioneth it. What 
makeH: thou ? He bids the heavens drop down from 
** above, and let the ikies pour down righteoulhefs* 
He commands the fun, and it rifeth not, and he 
fealeth up the liars. It is he that faitli to the deep, 
be diy, and he drieth up the rivers. Woe to them 
^ that feek deep to hide their counfel from the Lord ; 
^ his eyes are upon all their ways, he underilands their 
** thoughts afar oiL Hell is naked before him, and de- 
** ftruflion hadi no covering* He calls out all the liars 
by their names, he fruibrateth the4:ekcns bf the Hats, 
** and makes the ‘diviners mad : He turns wife men 
backward, and their knowledge beom^ea foolifh.” 
His tranfeendent eminence above all things is moft 
jaobly reprefented, when he fits upon the circle of 
the earth, and the iahaMtantt dierebf are as giafs- 

hoppers a 
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hoppers : All nations before him are as tlie drop 
of a bucket, and as the fmall dull of tiie balance ; 
He takes up the ides as a very little thing ; Lcbancn, 
with all her beads, is not fuflicient for a faciifice to 
this God, nor aie all her trees fudicient for the burn- 
ing. Th»s God, befoie whom the whole cieation i$ 
as nothing, yea, lefs than nothing* and vanity. To 
which of all the heathen Gods then will ye compare 
** me, faith the Lord, and what lhall I be likened to 
And to which of all the heathen Poets Ihall we liken 
or compare this glonous orator* the facred dcfcriber of 
the godhead ? The orators of all nations aie as nothing 
before him, and their words are vanity and emptinefs. 
Let us turn our eyes now to Ibme of the holy writings 
where God is creating the world : How meanly do the 
bed of the Gentiles talk and trifle upon this fubje<d, 
when brought into comparifon with Mofes> whom Lon-* 
ginus himfelf* a Gentile critic, cites as a mader of 
the fublime dyle, when he chofe to ufe it ; ** And the 
Lord laid, Let there be light, and there was light ; 
Let there be clouds and Teas, fuu and dars, plants 
and animals, and behold they are iie command- 
ed, and they appear and obey : By the word of the 
Lord were the heavens made, aud all tlie hod of 
them by the breath of his mouth This is working 
like a God, with infinite eafe and omnipotence. Hi$ 
wonders of providence for the terra' and ruin of his 
adverfaries, and for the faccour of his faints, is fet be^ 
fore our eye$ in the feripture with’ equal ^magmiicence# 
and as becomes divinity. When he arifes out of Iris 
Pa places 



PREFACE. 


place> the earth trembles, the foundations of the hills 
are fiiaken becaufe her is wroth: There goes a fmoke 
up out of his noftrils, and fire out of his mouth devour-^ 
eth, coals are kindled by it. He bows the heavens, 
and comes down, and darknefs is under his feet. 
The mountains melt like wax, and flow down at his 
prefence.^* If Virgil, Homer, or Pindar, were to 
prepare an' equipage for a defcending God, they might 
ufe thunder and lightnings too, and clouds and fire, to 
form a chariot andhorfes for the battle, or the triumph y 
but there is none of them provides him a flight of Che- 
rubs inftead of horfes, or feats him in chariots of fal- 
vation.” David beholds him riding upon the hea- 
** ven of heavens, by his name Jah : He was mounted 
upon a cherub, and did fiy ; he flew on‘ the wings of 
** the wind and Habbakuk fends the peflilence before 
Hm.” Homer keeps a mighty flir with his NB<ps?.r^y6- 
Zst? 5 , and Hefiod with his Zsi?? 
ter, that laifes up the clouds,, and that makes a noife, 
or thunders on high. But a divine Poet makes the 
clouds but the dull: of his feet and when the High- 
e{t g^ves his voice in the heavens, Hail-flones and 
** coals of fire follow.**^ A divine Poet difcovers tie 
channels of the waters, and lays open the foundations 
of nature j at thy rebuke, O Lord, at the blafi of 
the breath of thy noftrils.” When the Holy One 
alighted upon Mount Sinai, his glory covered the 
heavens ; He flood and meafttred the earth : He be- 
held and drove a&nder the nations, and the everlaft- 
mountains were fcattered: The pferpetual liilb 

did 



PREFACE* as 

did how ; His ways are everlalHng.’^ Then the pro- 
phet faw the tents of Cuihan in and the 

curtains of the land of Midun did tremble,” Hab* 
Hi. Nor did the blelled fpirit which animated thefe 
writers forbid them the ufe of viHons, dreams, the open- 
ing of feenes dieadful and delightful, and the introduc- 
tion of machines upon great occafions : the divine li- 
cence in this refpefi: is admirable and furpnfing, and 
the images are often too bold and dangerous for an un- 
infpired writer to imitate. Mr. Dennis has made a no- 
ble elTayto difeover how much fupenor is inipired poefy 
to the brightell and befl: defcriptions of a mortal pen. 
Perhaps, if his propofal of Crititifm had been encoura- 
ged and purfued, the nation might have learnt more va- 
lue for the word of God, and the wits of the age 
might have been fecured from the danger of Deifm ; 
while they mafi: have been forced to confefs at leaft the 
divinity of all the poetical books of Scripture, when 
they fee a genius running through them more than hu- 
man. 

Who is there now will dare to aifert^ that the doc<^ 
trines of our holj faith will not indulge or endure a de- 
lightful drefs ? Shall the French poet * affright us, by 
faying, 

De la fby d^un Chretien les mylieres terribles, 
D^Ornemens egayes? ne font point fufcepdbles I” 

But the French critic f, in his reflefdons upon Elo- 
quence, tells us, That the majefty of our religion, 

♦ Foileau. . f ^ 

pj ."the 
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the holinefs of its laws, the purity of its morals, the 
heighth of its myHeries, and the importance of every 
fubjed that belongs to it, requires a grandeur, a no^ 
blenefs, amajelly, and elevation of ftyle, fuited to the 
theme . iparkling images and magnificent expreffions 
xnufi: be ufed, and are beft borrowed fiom Scripture 5 
let the preacher, that aims at eloquence, read the Pro-^ 
phets incefiantly, for tlieir writings are an abundant 
fource of all the riches and ornaments of fpeech.” 
And, in my opinion, this is far better counfel than Ho^ 
race gives qs, when he fays, 

« Yos exemplaria Grsca 

Nodurna verfate manu, verfate diurn^,” 

As, in the condud of my fiudies with regard to divi- 
nity, 1 have reafon to repent of nothing more than that 
J have not perufed the Bible with more frequency j fo 
if I were to fet up for a poet, with a defign to exceed all 
the modern writers, I would follow the advice of Rapin, 
and read the Prophets night and day. I am fure, the 
compofures of the Jbllowing book would have been 
filled with much greater fenfe, and appeared with much 
more agreeable ornaments, had I derived a larger por- 
tion from the Holy Scriptures. 

Befides, we may fetch a further anfoer ta Monfieur 
Boileau’s objedion, from other poets of hi$ own country, 
What a noble ufe have Racine and Corneille made of 
Chrifilan fubjeds, in feme of their befi tiagedies ! 
What a %'ariety of divine feenes are displayed, and pious 
palTions awakened, in thofe poems I The martyrdom of 
how doth it reign over oar Iqve and pity, and 
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tit the fame time animate our zeal and devotion ! May I 
here be permitted the hbeity to return my thanks to 
tiiat fair and ingenious hand * that direded me to fucli 
^tertainments in a foreign language, which I had long 
wilhed for, and fought in vain in our own. Yet I mull 
confefs, that the Davideis, and the two Aithurs, have 
fo far anfwered Boileiiu’s objedion, in Englilh, as 
tlxat the obflacles of attempting ChrdHan pcefy are bio- 
ken down, and the vain pretence of its being impratbU 
cable, is experimentally confuted f . 

It is true indeed, the Chriilian myileries have not 
fuchneed of gay trappings as beautified, or rather com- 
pofed, the Heathen fuperfi:ition. But this ffill makes 
for the greater eafe and furer fuccefs of the poet. The 
wonders of our religion, in a plain narration and a fim- 
pie drefs, have a native grandeur, a dignity, and a beau- 
ty in them, though they do not utterly difdain all me- 
thods of ornament. The book of the Revelations 
feems to -be a prophecy in the form of an opera, or a 
dramatic poem, where divine art illufirates the fubjeft 
with many charming glories ; but fiijl it mufi: be ac- 
knowledged, that the naked themes of Chrifiianlty have 
ibmething brighter and bolder in them, fomething mote 

^ Philomela. 

•f Sir Richard Blackmore, in his admit^le prete tx> his 
poem, entitled Alfred, has more oopioufly refuted all Bodcau’s 
snents on this fubjedl, and that with great juftlce and elegance# 
'5723.-“! am perfuaded that many perfons who defpSfe tbo pot*n 
yjOttld ackntnvkdge the juft fentiments of that^efase# 

1 4. .Jfut- 
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farprifing and celeflxal, than all die adventures of gods 
and heroes, all the dazzling images of falfe lullie that 
foim and garnilh a* heathen fong ; here the very argu- 
ment uould give wonderful aids to the Mufe, and the 
heavenly theme would fo relieve a dull houi , and a Ian- 
guhiiipg genius, that when the Mufe nods, the fenfe 
would burn and fparkle upon the reader, and keep 
him feelingly awake. 

With how much lefs toil and expence might a D-ry- 
den, an Otway, a Congreve, or a Dennis, furniih out a 
Chrilban poem, than, a modem play I There is nothing 
among all the ancient fables, or later romances, that 
have two fuch extremes united in them, as the eternal 
God becoming an infant of days 5 the poffelTor of the 
palace of Heaven laid to fleep in a manger 5 the holy 
Jefus, who knew no iin, bearing the lins of men in his 
body on the tree ; agonies of forrow loading the foul of 
him who was God over all, blelTed for ever ; and the 
fovereign of life firetching his arms on a crofs, bleeding 
and expiring : The Heaven and the Hell in our divinity 
are infinitely more delightful and dreadful than the 
childilh figments of a dog with three heads, the buckets 
of the Belides, the Furies with fnaky hairs, or all the 
-flowery flories of Elyfium, And if we furvey the one 
as themes divinely true, and the other a medley of 
fooleries which we can never believe ; the advantage for 
touching the fprings of paffion will fall infinitely the 
/ide of tlie Chiifiianpoet j our wonder and our love, 
our pity, delight, and forrow^ with the long train of 
fears, muft needs be under the command of 
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an harmonious pcn^ \,hofe every line imakes a part of 
the readei's fauh, and is the very life or death of hi$ 
foul. 

If the tnBing and incredible tales that furnifli out a 
tragedy, are fo armed by wit and famjy, as to become 
fcveiCign of the rational po\/eis, to triumph over all 
the afie^iions, and manage our fmiles and our te^ars at 
pleaftire , how wondrous a conquell: might be obtained 
over a wild world, and reduce it, at lead, to fobriety^ 
if tiie fame happy talent were employ-^d in drelTing the 
feenes of religion in tbeii proper figures of majedy, 
fweetnefs, and teiror ! The wondeis of creating power* 
of redeeming love, and rmewing grace, ought not to be 
thus impioiifly negleiSed by thofe whom Heaven has 
endued with a gift fo pioper to adorn and cultime 
them; an art w'hofe fweet infinuations might almod 
convey piety in redding nature, and melt the hardeft 
fouls to the love of virtue. The afiairs of this life, 
with thar reference to a life to come, would diine 
bught in a dramatic defenpuon ; nor is there any neecj 
or any leafcn why we Ihould always borrow the plan 
or hidciy from the ancient Jews, or primitive martyrs j 
though feveiai of thtfe would fuimlh out noble mate- 
rials for this foit of poefy : but modern feenes w ouI4 
be better underilood by mod readers, and the applica- 
tion w ould bp much more eafjr. The anguidt of in-^ 
waid guilt, dip fec*et dmgs and racks and fcourges of 
conlcitucc ; the fweet rednng hours, and feraphical joy§ 
of d^wotlon ; the vi£lory of a refolved foul oi^er a thou« 
fond temptations ; the i dmitabk love and padion of la 
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dying Gcd ; the awful glones of the laH: tribiiria! ; the 
.gland aecJive fciienCv', trOiH whkli tneie as no appeal; 
and the corfeqtK.it ti.*»iifroUs or hoircis of the tvvo 
etenud woilds 9 thefe niay be varoufly difpoftd, 
and form naary iiov\< might I'ach pcdotmances, 

nastier a di’iline bidiirxg, call back uve dying piety of the 
nation to hfe and beaut) I Tins would m ikt rfligion 
appear like itfelf, and coafoimd tne blafphcmies of a 
pioffigate world, ignoiaat of pious pleafurcs* 

But we have reafon to fear, that the tuneful men of 
our day have not railed their ambition to fo divine a 
pitch ; I ihoald rejoice to fee moie of this celefdal file 
kindling within them ; for the fiaihes that bleak out in 
fomc prefent and pafi wiitings betray an infernal 
fource. Tliis the incomparable Mr. Cowley, in tlie lat- 
ter end of his preface, and the ingenious Sir Richard 
Blackmore, in the beginning of his, havefo pathetically 
deferibed and lamented, that I ratlier refei the reader to 
inoorn with them, than detain and tire him here. Thefe 
gentlemen, in their large and laboured works of poefy^ 
have given the word happy examples of what they wilh 
,and encourage in profe j the one in a rkh variety of 
thought and fancy, the othci in all tiie finning coiouis 
,of profafe and fiorid didion. 

If fiiorter fonnets tveie compofed on fublime fubjeds, 
^fiach as the Pfalms of David, and the holy tranfports 
^interfperfcd in the other facred writings, or fuch as the 
4noralodes of Horace, and the ancient Ly ricks; I per- 
ifmde myfelf that the Chrifiian pieacher would find 
*abandant aid from the in his defign to dlfufe vir- 
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tae, and allare fouls to God. If the heart were firft 
inflamed from Heaven, and the Mufe were not left 
done to form the devotion, andpuifue a cold Icent, but 
only called-in as an afliflant to the worfliip, then the 
fong would end where the infpiration ceafes ; the whole 
compofui e would be of a piece, all meridian light and 
meridian fervour ; and the fame pious flame would b^ 
propagated, and kept glowing in the heart of him that 
reads. Some of the fhorter odes of the two poets now 
mentioned, and a few of the Rev. Mr. Norris’s Effays 
in verfe, are convincing inflances of the fuccefs of this 
propofaL 

It is my op'nion alfo, that the free and unconflned 
numbers of Pindar, or the noble meafures of Milton 
without rhyme, would befl maintain the dignity of the 
theme, as well as give a loofe to the devout foul, nor 
check the raptures of her faith and love. Though, in 
my feeble attempts of this kind, I have too often fet*^ 
tered my thoughts in the narrow metre of our Pfalm-» 
tranflators ; I have contraded and cramped the fenfe, 
or rendeied it obfeure and feeble, by the too ipeedy and 
regular returns of rhyme. 

If my friends expeQ: any reafon of the following 
compofures, and of the flrfl: or fecond publircation, I 
entreat them to accept of this account. 

The tide afTures them that poefy is mt the bufinefs of 
my life ; and if I feized thofe hours of lei&re, wherein 
my foul was in a more fprightly frame, to entertain 
them or myfelf with a divine ox nioral fcmg> I hope I 
ftall find m pardoHt ^ 
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Aad feas, and Ikies, and iflars her own. 

In an onmeafnr’d fpiere ! 

■^at heavens of joy, and light ferene. 

Which nor the rolling fnn has feen. 

Where nor the roving Mule has been 
That greater traveller I 

A long farewell to all Wow, 

Farewell to all that fenfe can fliow. 

To golden feenes, and iSowery fields. 

To all the worlds that fanc^ builds. 

And aB diat Poets know. 

Now the fmft traidprts of the mind 
Leave the Biittermg Mnfe behind, 

A |honla»d loofe Pindaric plumes fly fcattenng down 
' the wind. 

Among the donds I my breath. 

The raptanre grows too llrong ; 

The feeble powers that nature gave 
, iSn* and drop downward to the grave ; 

Keedve their fell, thou treafurer of death ; 

1 nuU no more denmd my tongue. 

Till the oigaa weH refin'd 

%h^ of mmd, 

' ' ^ ‘ m fo^; 
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